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Teller: Bob
History is the witness that testifies to the passing of time;
it illumines reality, vitalizes memory, provides guidance in
daily life and brings us tidings of antiquities.
Marcus Tullius Cicero, circa 50 BCE
Bob’s Beginning of the Book
The history of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club must be told. As I pen these words in August of 2018, the concept of this volume has been in the back of my mind since 2010. As the first yarn, let me tell you why. Yarns
are stories, and they tend to ramble. Teachers will tell you that you should not ramble but stick to “tight” construction. In the past, my writing was mostly technical manuals, and I can assure you, dear reader, that I can
write tight, highly organized books. But this is not the place for that kind of prose. This book is like a country
road. It is full of twists and bends. And if you, my friend, want to jump around in this tome, please feel free to
do so.
You will get a good feel for this loose style in the thoughts below. Those paragraphs
will be about the only organized section of the whole book. But, even here, you will
find it meandering down interesting little byways to explore why this work needs expression and how the author intends to make it happen.
I had a good friend, mentor, and teacher back in the 1960s. His name was Dr. Thomas
E. Vollmann. Other than my father, this person set me on the path that included my
career, my attitude about life, and personal philosophy. Unlike most college professors, he was a no-nonsense kind of guy. He was a person you would picture having a
beer with, and I had many with him, rather than a teaching stiff. When writing a book,
and Tom wrote many, he suggested that you do not have a forward or preface.
“Nobody reads them anyway.” Put all that introductory material into chapter one, so
that is what I have done here.

Author in 2005

Along with all of the people who have helped me with this project, and I have listed them at the end of this
chapter, I want to give special thanks to Prof. Vollmann. Without his guidance, I would never have had the
career I had, and therefore never retired to South Florida. And never would I have ever known about the
HISC. So, big guy, this one’s for you.
This book, like Cicero’s quote, is not for today alone, but to bring “tidings of antiquities” for readers we can
only imagine our far distant future. But for them, it is the dark distant past. So, this book is an echo of the late
20th century and the first 20 years of the 21th. At the time this book was begun, I was the Commodore for what
I call the Commodore Year (CY) 2018. Think of the CY like a firm’s fiscal year as it does not map to the calendar year. On the last Saturday of February, the Club has its Change of Command dinner/dance. Thus, a CY
starts in March and ends the following February. Change of Command involves much pomp and circumstance. Many of the tales that form this work will explain that evening in great detail.
You are about to learn more about me here than you probably want to know, but don’t say I am rambling. You
got a warning. My feelings will not be hurt if you want to skip this story. And besides, I am probably long
dead anyway as I am 75 years old at the time this book began.
I first learned to sail on a boat that my father bought when I was eight years old. I sailed on his boats, and then
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I bought boats of my own. I never thought I would own another boat after I retired to Florida in 2005. But I
am sure that you, my readers, can relate to the fact (maybe a law of nature) that once sailing gets into you, it is
in your blood, maybe in your DNA. So, let me spin the yarn of what sailing means to me by way of a story I
told in the Inlet/Outlet, the newsletter of the HISC.
Sailing for me has always been a personal thing as I learned to sail when I was quite young. As I write this in
the summer of 2016, I am well past my 70th birthday. So, if you will cut an old man some slack, I will spin a
sea yarn.
When I was eight years old, my father bought a 1919 39’ yawl. The time was the fall of 1951, as Dad liked to
buy his boats in the fall before the owner had the expense of winter storage. For summers from 1952 until
1956, I learned the sailor’s arts aboard Turia. While I could describe the details of sailing, I think it useful to
tell what sailing means to me by way of a brief word picture.

It is Labor Day weekend one of the years between 1952 and 1956. The skies
are clear, and the wind is from the northwest. These are very favorable conditions on Raritan Bay. The club is running a rendezvous to Atlantic Highlands
at the mouth of the bay, just inside Sandy Hook, NJ. All of the larger cruising
boats will be there Saturday night for an overnight adventure. We leave the
mooring about 10:00 AM, and due to the wind strength and direction, we are
down there shortly after lunch. There is no need to put into the anchorage yet,
so we continue to sail out into the Atlantic Ocean just south of Long Island.
Dad lets me take the helm for hours on end. Even when he appears to be
asleep, he seems to know that my young mind wanders, and I get off course.
Even with his eyes closed, he is aware of the sun’s position and can tell if the
kid is “minding the store.” It’s a trick I will use years later with my children.

Turia circa 1953

One of the things Dad and I share is a love of actually sailing the ship. There
are times when none of the passengers want to take the tiller, but that presents
no problem as I will hold the helm for as long as is necessary. The feel of the
ship underway with the sails set properly is to be at one with the universe.

Running a ship, the size of Turia required some help. When it was just Mother
and Dad, they needed at least one other hand to raise and lower sail. Turia had
a gaff-rigged mainsail. This meant that it took two people to raise sail. With
Dad at the helm, the minimum manning was three, with four being a more
standard crew. To set sail required a little planning before your weekend voyage was a done deal. The task fell to Mother to “impress” the crew for the
weekend.
So now you have it. It is family, friends, a seaworthy sailboat, and places to
visit. While the above story is over sixty years old, it is still true today. A sailing club encompasses all of these things. The HISC brings boats, families, and
friends together in a mystic setting we call sailing. To sailors, sailing needs no
explanation, and to non-sailors, it is almost impossible to explain.
Although I have owned boats all of my life, there is still so much to learn about
my current craft, Esprit du Vent, a Catalina 34 #422. In the local setting of the
club, you can exchange information, tips, solve problems, and learn how to improve your boat. Although there are many places to read about your boat, there
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Esprit du Vent

is nothing like seeing what someone else has done with their boat up close and personal. Experience has
taught me that a task done at home can be loathsome, while that same chore, when done on a boat in the company of friends, can be pure joy.
When my wife, Pat, and I first joined the HISC in 2009, we had not yet bought Esprit du Vent. What we were
doing was driving 2½ hours to Naples, FL to day-sail on a Catalina 309. This driving was a tad tiresome, so
with another HISC couple, Christeen Pozniak and Franco Cervetto, we formed an LLC and bought Esprit du
Vent. That purchase was in the fall of 2012, so my idea of this history was well underway. As was suggested
earlier, the history project started when I had my first office in the club. In 2010 I volunteered to be Program
Chair. I knew that the 40th anniversary of the club was to take place the following year. We were not going to
let that milestone pass unrecognized.
Early in CY 2011, we planned for the General Meeting in September. It was to be a night of celebration to
recognize the 40th anniversary of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. The evening featured a panel of some of the
older members, a PowerPoint presentation of 193 pictures from the early years, and, of course, a birthday cake.
Here is the announcement from the September issue of the Inlet/Outlet written in late August 2011:
“We are going to celebrate the 40th anniversary of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club with a panel composed of
some of the senior members of the club. During the presentation portion of the September General Meeting,
we will have a discussion called Spinning the Yarn of the HISC. These are the founding stories, familiar to
some, brand new to many. The picture on this page [referring to the original announcement] is the first meeting place of the HISC, Harris Imperial Restaurant. It is good for an organization to have a collective memory,
and this night, we will retell ours.”
Because all of the members who were there at the birth, or slightly after that, are by definition “senior citizens,” we will have to remain flexible as to who is speaking. Your humble (OK, not so humble) Programs
Chairman has gone out of his way to write down the details of each speaker’s talk in case, at the last minute,
someone else will make the presentation. This issue of the Inlet/Outlet was prepared in mid-August. As of
today, the featured speakers are Bill Nederlanden (with some assistance from his good wife Betty), Cheryl Jalbert, Stan Greenblath, and Jack Morrel.
Bill Nederlanden was one of the founders and the first Commodore of
the HISC. Bill was born in Michigan. He received his master's degree
from the University of Michigan. He served in the Navy during WW II,
where he flew torpedo planes. Bill married Betty in l950, and they
moved to Florida in 1955. As he will undoubtedly tell you, in 1969, he
and Betty purchased a sailboat from Dr. Fifer of Ft. Lauderdale and
named it Ariel. They proceeded to join the Gulfstream Sailing Club.
When the logistics of the after-race parties got too harried, Bill and a
group of sailors formed the HISC.
Bill will introduce the presentation assisted by Betty. The panel members, who probably need no introduction,
will get one anyway. Next, we will hear about the founding of the Club, followed by some of the early tales of
our organization.
Although Stan Greenblath was not a founder, he was a very active member and avid racer (along with his skipper wife Mary) in the late 1970s. They converted a Columbia 36 from a cruising boat to a lean, mean racing
machine. Downbeat, with Mary at the helm, produced a vast collection of race trophies now on display in
their home. The boat's name came from the music magazine of the 40s and 50s. Stan was a jazz buff, and his
partner (only briefly) in the boat was a disc jockey in high school.
9

Stan will discuss some of the early races going back to a time before he joined the HISC. In particular, he will
explain some of the different starting methods we used in the early days. Since he joined in the late 1970s, he
will describe racing with the club as he remembers it.
Cheryl Jalbert was a charter member of HISC. Soon after the founding, 1974, she and Paul were married.
Ken Batzer was their best man. It is interesting to note that Bill Nederlanden taught Paul how to sail. Cheryl
docked her boat behind Tom Loesel's house for many years. All of the early members became close friends.
She fondly remembers the many races and raft-ups with members. Partying has always been at the core of the
club so that Cheryl will spin the yarns of the early parties. Some of our social life continues to this day, but
some of the activities were left back in the day to provide ample materials for celebrations like the 40th anniversary meeting. Jack Holland, and his wife Sharon, have been members since 1978. He has held many positions in the club from Commodore on down to the setter of race buoys. Sharon and Jack have played host to
countless HISC parties. Under his leadership, the HISC had its first blood drive.

He will regale us with stories about club events, cruises, activities, and of course, parties. His topic will be an
eclectic collection of stories that do not fit under the topics previously related or perhaps need more explanation and embellishment.
In the October newsletter, we gave the “after-action” report as follows:
“The panel consisted of Bill Nederlanden, who introduced the speakers. His wife Betty retold many of the
genesis tales of the club. Pete Gustafson filled in for the hospital-bound Stan Greenblath and explained the
early days of racing. Cheryl Jalbert filled us in on party-life in the early days, as good if not better than today.
Finally, Jack Holland held court and told many of the stories that did not fit neatly into the subject matter of
the first three speakers. Let me also thank Sharon Holland and Andy Anderson, who provided the pictures
which made up the image loop that projected all evening continuously. Thanks also to Commodore Michael
Duvall and his flag officers who supported this idea over the many months it took to bring it to fruition. Finally, a tip of the hat to the many people who contributed in ways too numerous to count.”
I have explained a little about my story, sailing, and the 40th anniversary. This chapter is a prolog for the book
as a whole. Now it is time to return to Cicero, to explain why we must write this book and why we need to do
it now.
Why you might ask, is it important to write a history of the HISC? We have a tale to tell, and it is altogether
fitting that we tell it from time to time. For old members, this document will be about memories and a recollection of times past. Nederlanden, who was key to the Club’s success, survives as a Charter Member. Other
members, and former members, from the 1970s, lent their hands. Jack and Sharon Holland have collected
boxes of memorabilia and have fond memories of the founders. The 40th anniversary program, when we had
some of the founders on stage, received rave reviews. A few elderly members said that just thinking about
those days “brought a smile to my face and a few tears to my eyes.” For new members, it is an opportunity to
learn about our history. We should all be able to retell these genesis stories and history to new and prospective
members.
Early in 2016, I began a project to write the history of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. Its title is Spinning the
Yarn, History of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. The roots of the endeavor go back even farther. As Program
Chairman, I organized a celebration for the 40th anniversary of the Club in 2011. I wanted someone to write its
history. Sadly, I could not talk anyone into organizing the project and writing the history. As my term as
Commodore was ending in the fall of 2018, I put pen to paper, or more accurately fingers to keyboard, and began to write the book. The draft copy is 250 pages and is now in the editing phase. It will be finished well in
advance of the 50th anniversary party in September.
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So, tell me, mister historian, how is this book organized? The flip answer is, “it isn’t!” But that would be an
exaggeration. Like most histories, this book has a temporal component to it. Except for this chapter, it starts
at the beginning and goes to the end and then stops. However, don’t forget that a country road has a lot of meanders. For example, there may be a few stories that all relate to cruises to the Bahamas. Perhaps they may be
grouped even if separated by a few years, perhaps not. There is a loose grouping by decades. There is a team
of storytellers. Even if one old-timer could tell all of the stories of each decade, we will let different folks tell
their own story. However, even that rule will be broken .
And, as you no doubt have discovered, this book plays fast and loose with the concept of tense, past, present,
and future. You, my friends, will have to figure out when we are talking about the “present” or the “past.”
And sometimes, as I did above, we are projecting as if we were standing in the future and looking back at 1971
and even 2021 as if it were only yesterday. Similarly, the voice of the author is represented as I, we, or even
the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. I am sure my old English teachers would cringe, but I want to separate the I
and the thou.
To bring some order to this work, I will retell each tale in my voice unless it was taken completely from someone else who will be credited. I know some readers will groan at this, but if the plaintiffs want to write this
book, now would be the time to step up and say: “Hey Bob, I will write this book for you.” As you will see, as
you gaze at the august group of yarn-spinners at the end of this chapter, there was a need to manage the chaos.
Here’s how we did it.
I recruited, In the fall of 2018, a dozen and a half folks who were there in the 1970s to be the tellers of the
1970s tales. About half of them sat down in Sandy Grieser’s home for an organizational meeting. At that
time, the team drew up a list of over 100 stories we could tell about the formative decade. Many of these stories were part of the 40th anniversary presentation. Now, we had the time in a book-length volume to illuminate each tale with insight, commentary, and humor. We made a schedule where and when I could sit down
with the interviewee and record their yarn. Next, these stories were transcribed into text and printed out. The
dictation software, Dragon, helped a great deal. Next, the transcript was handed back to the speaker for corrections. Then, and only then, was the individual story written. By writing these stories myself, we can give
commonality of style and voice to the book. In a sense, this is the HISC speaking rather than each narrator.
We proceeded to the next decade. We had a second group describe the 1980s. From then on until the current
time, we did not need formal meetings, because all of the storytellers were current members. Then we did
something rarely done in the publishing business. The text, pictures, and occasional poems were assembled by
a desk-top publishing system to produce the chapters of Spinning the Yarn, History of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. These chapters were then printed as a .pdf file and then posted to the website. The HISC’s website
held the tale for review by Club members, old members, and the general public. [author’s note: as of 2018, I
have no idea if we are actually going to print a book or if the .pdf be the final product.]
This product came to fruition because we had the documents, artifacts, records, and the club members who
were willing and able to sit and tell their story, really our story. The artifacts, as stated above, came from
“pack rat,” Sharon Holland’s boxes. Besides her pictures, others in the Club have squirreled away numerous
photos from days of yore. It was a long process but a very rewarding one. Before thanking all of the contributors, there is one additional meander you need to hear. In mid-July of 2011, we were planning what people
were going to say at the 40th. I had a telephone interview with Bill and Betty Nederlanden. By this time, Bill
was getting very fragile. In fact, by the 40th in September, he really could only sit on the stage while Betty
gave his story of the genesis of the Club. That call was the first time, and only time, I ever talked to Bill. The
story you are reading now captures the process we went through in compiling the content of this project. It
starts with a plan and moves on to a recording. Then a transcription of that recording is made and sent back to
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the subject. Finally, we have a story. In the next few paragraphs, you will get a feeling of how that conversation went by way of the yarn. Return with me to the spring of 2011.
Having never met Bill and Betty, and being a fairly new member myself, it was with some trepidation that I
picked up the phone and dialed up their number. “Hello… I am Bob Schuldenfrei, Program Chairman. I want
to organize the 40th anniversary celebration of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club slated for the General Meeting
in September.” Betty immediately put me at ease with a warm welcome. She then handed the phone to Bill. I
had a pretty good idea of the presentation because Betty had already sent me a list of potential stories.
Bill and I decided that there would be four speakers who would deliver the tales in ten-minute segments each.
Every one of these yarns from the celebration in 2011 will be spun once again in the chapters and pages to follow in this work. You have already learned what these segments were about, so let’s highlight what Bill,
briefly, and Betty said to me. We first turned to the topic of socializing when we laughed at the poem Basic
White Pants. I could not help telling them that this poem, which you will find in this collection, reminded me
of my late parents at the Raritan Yacht Club in the 1950s. In social settings, that generation was always making up silly poems that always contained an element of truth in the telling. Before we moved on, I asked about
dinner/dances. Betty said that they had occurred every year since the founding in 1971.
The next story is the genesis narrative of the HISC on the dock in Lighthouse Point. As the conversation
evolved, several items never got into the 2011 presentation for lack of time. For example, Bill Pettit’s hijinks
did not make the cut. You may read about it here, as we have much more space and time (with apologies to
Dr. Albert Einstein).
To give you, dear reader, just a “peek under the kimono,” Betty, Bill, and I discussed many things in this first
meeting. I found out why our club decided to open the membership to people who own motor-boats and even
folks who don’t own boats at all. Limits on who can join our club is something that the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing
Club never did and still does not do. I observed, and Betty concurred, that the boats have gotten bigger over
the years. The Nederlanden’s boats progressed from 24’ to 30’ on up to 34’. The interview ended with the
observation, and a story to go with it, that members of the HISC “drinks a bit!”
As you can see from the august list that follows, I had wonderful support from a “ton” of people in bringing
this work from just a gleam in my eye to a whole book. My wonderful and talented wife Pat acted as my first
editor. Jenifer Marinello was my professional editor. In a very real sense, I am not the author, but a chronicler
and recorder. I am neither a professional historian nor a writer. What is good about this work belongs to those
who contributed. I bear all responsibility for errors of omission and commission.
Contributors with much appreciation and gratitude: Paul Alcock, Pat Anderson, John Antweiler, Judy Antweiler, Jane Grieser Chefan, Paul Chasse, James Cleary, Mary Cleary, Gabriele Conrad, Franco Cervetto, Dan
Fitzgerald, Joyce Fitzgerald, Tom Garvey, Sandy Grieser, Jim Grieser, Jane Groves, Pete Gustafson, Don
Hightower, Binnie Hightower, Jack Holland, Sharon Holland, Bruce Holz, Ollie Jackson, Annette Jackson,
Cheryl Jalbert, Gary Jobson, Russ Jones, Jeff Keiser, Judy Keiser, Eric Kunz, Jenny Antweiler Kunz, Arlene
Loesel, Scott Loesel, Robert Macomber, Mary Kay McHenry, Ed Marill, Richard Munsterman, Dan Myers,
Betty Nederlanden, Bill Nederlanden, Christeen Pozniak, Irit Prize, Bill Romberger, Adrienne Romberger,
Scott Romberger, Robert Schuldenfrei, Pat Schuldenfrei, Bill Shomo, Jan Shomo, Dick Simmons, Carol Simmons, Sandy Smith, John Snyder, Elaine Snyder, Michael Sparks, Katie Sparks, Joe Strycarz, Robert Sullivan,
Marthe Sullivan, Joe Tosta, James Toups, John Tucker, Cindy Tucker, Sallye Vonk, Pam Wall, Ira Wechterman, Eileen Winchell.
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Teller: Bob & Betty Nederlanden
Genesis – the Founding of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club
In 2010 Bill Nederlanden told me the genesis story about the founding of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club.
However, there was another telling of the tale by way of a letter from Bill to Sharon Holland in 1996. Bill’s
story has been combined with other tales of the early days, to form a composite history. He explained that the
well-established Gulfstream Sailing Club existed, and all of the HISC founders were members. Bill and Betty
joined Gulfstream in 1968.
As Bill tells the story, by 1969, he had become “disenchanted” with their attitude. Perhaps he used more colorful language, but that was lost to me, and posterity, sitting at my keyboard in 2018. Added to his grief was
that it took the entire day on Sunday to participate in a 2½ hour race. Several Gulfstream sailors went south
out the Hillsboro Inlet to join in the Sunday races. They wanted to enjoy the after-race parties. It made for a
very long day for these sailors from the “far” north. Bill observed the obvious. We needed a local sailing
club. Bill being Bill said, “but being a top-notch procrastinator, I put off taking any action.” Time after time,
he ruminated about a local club but did nothing.
Picture in your mind the situation. By the time our fleet had motored
to the starting line, raced their boats, and returned the boats to their
docks, it was too late to head for the after-race party as it had already
broken up. By the early 1970s, Gulfstream after-race parties had already moved from members back yards to the bar at the Riverside Hotel in Ft. Lauderdale. What to do? Can we really have a race-day end
without a drink (or two) and not hear the call “race results?” This just
is not done! Here is where the historic trail gets messy. One story has
it that three or four of these sailors, meeting at the fuel dock in LightRace fleet in the 1970s
house Point, decided to take the bull by the horns and fix it. At the
dock, by seeing each other socially, and by word of mouth, they came up with a plan. They agreed that what
was needed was a club up by the Hillsboro Inlet. The date of this meeting is unknown.
Bill’s story, from the letter to Sharon Holland, goes something like this. In early January of 1971, Bill was on
the receiving end of a phone call from Corat Moran. Corat suggested that what this area needed was a genuine
yacht club. Further, he suggested that they have an organizational meeting. Bill Nederlanden was elected to
head a steering committee. That was a kick in the kimono for our future first Commodore. It was the catalyst
that propelled him into action. In his mind, it was a rare opportunity to rally all sailors together and either join
this new yacht club or form a sailing club styled after Gulfstream.

Now the two stories begin to come together. Did I not tell you earlier that this history is like a country road
with turns, bends, and now forks in the path? So, it was either the dock meeting or a phone call, or both, but
this set the stage for a big powwow. In fact, it turned out to be even bigger than was initially believed as you
will, gentle reader, find out.
Here is what they decided to do. Bill compiled a list of 40 local sailboat owners. An invitation went out for an
organizational meeting for the proposed yacht club on January 26, 1971. Twelve sailors met that day. They
were: Phil Snoberger, Ollie Jackson, Craig Huntting, John Crowe, Wayne Shear, John Fletcher, Bob Preston,
Jim Melvin, Joe Teichmann, Bert Owens, Hogeland Barcalow, and Bill Nederlanden.
From that first meeting, the identified audience received a bulletin early in February. It invited people to come
to a meeting on February 13th, a Saturday. Twenty-five people showed up to discuss a yacht club in a defunct
7 – 11 store. That building was the proposed clubhouse. Bill explained, “We have a choice. Join the pro13

posed yacht club or begin a new sailing club.” It was at this point that the history of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing
Club begins. Phil Snoberger and Craig Huntting stated clearly and persuasively the advantage of an independent sailing club. It was, and still is, low cost. A real estate owning yacht club means high fixed costs and,
therefore, high dues for the members. The meeting unanimously voted to form a sailing club. However, some
people did form a yacht club called the Hillsboro Beacon Yacht Club. They met for a couple of years at their
clubhouse at the Lighthouse Point Marina, but the HBYC is now defunct. Unlike these folks, the HISC survives and thrives with its low-cost financial model.
The following members formed a steering committee to move forward: Craig Huntting, Phil Snoberger, Ed
Dettling, George Hinkley, Del Rochester, Hogeland Barcalow, and Bill Nederlanden. This committee planned
the first HISC general meeting for March 4, 1971. That was to be the birthday of our club.
The home of Craig Huntting was to be the site of the first meeting. In the
meantime, all were encouraged to spread the word . This meant the group
would talk up the new club in the towns where they lived. Further, they threw
rocks into sailboats tied up along the local canals with messages attached.
They even hailed passing sailboats in the Intracoastal Waterway to spread the
good news of a new local sailing organization. Word of mouth is a powerful
thing. All of a sudden, Craig, who offered his house, realized that there were
Harris Imperial House
more than 30 people who were going to be at the first meeting. We clearly
needed a meeting hall. And so, Bill Nederlanden ran down to Harris Imperial House and asked them if they
could save 50 chairs in their dining room. Bill added, “and we will be right there.” So, we went to the regular
dining room and had our meeting there. We still needed more chairs as 65 people showed up at the restaurant.
And the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club was born.
Just a few more bits of trivia need to be recorded. At the founding meeting, they set $10.00 per year for family
membership dues. They had to choose a name. There were a few suggestions among which was Hillsboro
Corinthian Sailing Club, but in the end, it was the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. They established two committees, one for racing and another for cruising. They set the date of April 1, 1971, for the next meeting and the
creation of by-laws.
The second meeting did come off as planned. It too, was at Harris Imperial House. For the next 11 years, this Chinese restaurant would be
the venue for HISC meetings. The by-laws, prepared by Ed Dettling,
were adopted. The Club determined that a slate of officers be proposed
at the May meeting. Phil Snoberger jokingly suggested that there
should be a newsletter called the Inlet/Outlet. Both the idea and the
name stuck.
At the third meeting on May 6, 1971, following the by-laws, we elected
a slate of officers. Bill Nederlanden, Commodore, Phil Snoberger, Vice
Commodore, Ollie Jackson, Rear Commodore, Ed Dettling, Secretary,
and Del Rochester, Treasurer. By that meeting, we had 156 members.
Their names were recorded in the first Roster. And that, my friend, is
how the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club came to be.
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Bill Nederlanden

Teller: Bob
Blood and the Three Bettys
At the first history project’s meeting with some of the early
HISC members I explained how your author needed all the help
he could recruit. In the fall of 2018 seven people gathered
around Sandy Grieser’s dining room table to name the stories
they would like to tell about things they remembered from the
1970s. In less than three hours over a hundred tales had been
identified. Betty Nederlanden, sitting across the table from me,
spoke first. As was to be expected, the initial story she wanted
to relate was the genesis tale about the founding of the club.
What she said next took me by surprise. “Let me tell you about
The 1983 Bloodmobile
the Blood Party.” she said. From the gathering around the table
there were two issues with her excitement. First, Sharon Holland reminded Betty that the first blood drive
took place in the 1980s. And, second, I said the time for telling these tales would be in the future; this meeting
was only to name the stories and their tellers. Sadly, Betty never got to spin that yarn, or any others. An appointment was made for September, but Betty said over the phone she was not feeling well enough to keep that
meeting. She never did recover and on November 13, 2018, the founding mother of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing
Club was gone.
However, all was not lost because the blood drives have been well documented in the Inlet/Outlet and the photo albums Sharon Holland had maintained. By some quirk of fate, the story of the blood drives is a tale of
three Bettys. Early in 1980 HISC member John Banting, owner of a Morgan Out Islander 36 aptly named Tenacity, was in desperate need of blood. Many members rolled up their sleeves to help John. Sadly, John
passed away, but the legacy of club members giving blood to help our own began right then and there. Bettie
Post took up the gauntlet, contacted the Broward Community Blood Center, went to our board, and made the
following proposal. We should organize our membership so that when we give blood it is registered as coming from the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. If 25% of our membership donates blood all of our members will be
covered in case anyone in their family needs blood. She announced at the April 1980 General Meeting that
bloodmobiles will be in four locations during the month of May. Members should identify themselves as belonging to the HISC. Next, she formed a blood donation committee taking the chair for herself.
Bettie stayed with this project with a follow up announcement in May. She reported that only six members
had donated and that we would need to reach 65 for the plan to go into effect. Tenacity became her trademark.
Each month the Inlet/Outlet devoted space to the Blood Bank Report. By June the report stated that the goal
had reached the half-way mark. Members’ names were proudly displayed in the article. Bettie’s style can be
understood in the following pleas from the report. “This gives us a total of 34 units, just ½ of what we need.
Others have signed up, but have not yet found the time to donate. Some have given twice: Can’t YOU give
ONCE? It maybe YOU or YOUR FAMILY that will need it next. It is far better to be prepared than to have
to function under an emergency.” She went on, but you get the drift. Bettie was a trooper.
You should understand that Bettie Post “had a dog in that fight.” First, she was a retired nurse. Second, she
was an organizer who was well organized. And, finally, it was personal. She was having kidney problems and
did not know how long it would be before she moved from being a donor to a recipient. When this all got
started, anyone wishing to donate had to go to a Blood Donation Station. In those days people needing blood
could get it from a local blood bank rather than purchase blood from some unknown source.
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Progress was being made such that by the September Blood Bank Report the bank had 50 pints of HISC credited blood. The Inlet/Outlet went on to report a “Bloody Tale.” At the Tropic Harbor Bash, member Cookie
Carlisle tripped, fell, and was transported to the Boca Hospital’ Emergency Room. Bettie rode with Cookie to
the hospital trying to stem the bleeding. She scolded Cookie for not having given blood yet with the remark:
“Look at all that blood that is going to waste right now!” That anecdote notwithstanding, the club was really
making progress. So much so, that by the next month (October) the report said, with a touch of pride that the
goal had been reached. That meant that because 25% gave, 100% can receive.
Jack Holland related the tale of his donation that year. There was a bloodmobile outside of the Moose Lodge
in Pompano. When he got home from work, he suggested to Sharon that they both go down there and make
their donation to reach the 65-pint goal. Sharon commented that she had just had a glass of wine. She wondered if they would take her blood, spiked, so to speak. When they got to the bloodmobile the nurse on hand
said wine was one of the best things to drink before giving blood. The guys coming out of the lodge were so
loaded they probably did not remember the next day if they had given blood or taken a pass.
So, did Bettie Post rest on her laurels? She did not. As the new
year of 1983 rolled in Betty Nederlanden, Commodore Jack,
Sharon, and Bettie Post decided that what was needed was for
the bloodmobiles to come to the members rather than the members go at random to donation stations. The Post home became
a donation station and the first HISC Blood Party was born. It
was Friday May 6th that was set to be the inaugural event. Each
donor was given hors d’oeuvres and juice or wine. The folks
from the Blood Center told our noble band that this was the first
time one of their bloodmobiles had ever come to a private home.
Was it a good deal for the Broward Center and the HISC? You
bet it was! In one swoop they scored 31 pints. Bettie Post became known far and wide as the “blood lady.”

Nip Batzer, Bettie Post, &
Sharon Holland
The parties continued at the Post’s Donation Center in 1984 and
1985. A warm thank you was given at the 1985 party by the blood lady. It would be the last year the party
would be given in the Post home. Bettie’s kidney issues were slowing her down and the doctors said she was
too old for a transplant. By this time, she was on dialysis. But, what have I been telling you about this seasoned sailor? She is the very definition of tenacity. Through perseverance and careful monitoring of her diet
she was able to qualify as one of the oldest people to receive a kidney transplant.
In 1986, we had a change of venue. The party moved to the home of Gary & Chris Du Four. Mary Wells took
on added responsibilities and provided some tips on how not to test “anemic.” Betty Nederlanden took a larger
role in the organization. The blood party was well publicized in April for the May event. When the day arrived the goal of 40 pints was missed. There were some army vets who had been to Vietnam that tested positive for malaria. The turnout was light. We only had 21 pints that year in spite of the fact that we had over 40
people who wanted to give. Because so many wanted to give, but were rejected, the Bloodmobile people said
they would come to the June General Meeting at our usual meeting place at the Sea Garden. A careful reading
of the July newsletter failed to mention if the Bloodmobile came to cover the May shortfall.
The blood party suffered two blows the next year. Bettie Post, the “head vampire” for all these years was finally approved for her transplant. That operation took place at Tampa General Hospital. While she came
through the surgery in fine shape, her days as head of blood donation organization were over. Filling in for
Bettie, as organizer-in-chief was Betty number two: Betty Nederlanden. The party took place at her house.
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And then… The area went dark. Power failure, and we were all in the dark. Nobody in attendance was able to
give blood. Mary Wells rescheduled the event for the fall. And so, it came to pass that Broward Community
Blood Center sent a bus once again to Betty’s home and it was reported to be one of the best parties ever. It
was an Italian dinner party complete with fine food and drink. We like that! 32 pints of blood were donated.
Over the next eight years Betty Nederlanden took charge. The
goal of 40 pints was well established. Each year, she explained
that our efforts mean that any member’s family can make a
withdrawal. As for hitting our target, we did every year. There
was a high-water mark in 1992 when 56 pints were collected.
During this period, a new tradition was established by Mary
Wells. Mary cooked and served turkey dinner. Other folks
made food “offerings” such that no attendee went home hungry
or thirsty.
Betty Coviello & Bloodmobile staff

The blood drive continued in 1993 at the home of Betty Nederlanden, but a third Betty stepped up to run the event. Betty
Coviello, a registered nurse, became the head vampire for the next twelve years. The food became more elaborate as Mary’s turkey came stuffed with sausages and oysters. Ken & Dianne Voss’ house became the venue
by 1995. They supplied a smoked ham. Because the donations ran lower in the mid-1990s it was decided to
have two blood drives every year beginning in May 1997. That way, 71 pints were raised—a record for us.
We now do two drives every year, with the dinner varying from time to time. For example, Mary Wells did a
poached salmon rather than a turkey in 1998. In order to induce more sailors to donate, ½ a cruising point was
awarded. That soon was raised to one whole point. Sometimes things do not go as planned, like the power
failure in 1987. In 2004, the party was held at Commodore Jack Dailey’s home; however, the bloodmobiles
(two of them) went to Cindy & Jamie Cowan’s house. Thank goodness, they were still at home. Jamie directed the busses to the correct venue. In the mid-2000s the two drives yielded over 60 pints every year.
The first blood drive I attended was the one in 2010. By this time, donor
screening was looking for many things, including mad-cow disease for. As a
result, 80 members arrived to donate, but only 34 pints were produced. The
blood organization now changed and would do so again and again such that by
2019, at the time of this writing, the organization has become known as One
Blood. As you can see, in 2010 it was then known as Community Blood Centers of South Florida. Whatever it is called, the HISC is the largest nonemployer giving organization in the county.

The Vampire
The fall blood drive in 2011 was something special. Here is Betty’s report. “In
recognition of HISC’s dedication and support to the Community Blood Centers of Florida and their life saving
mission, HISC was presented with a plaque for the more than one thousand donations we have made.” Commodore Mike Duvall set forth a challenge for HISC club members. We want 50 units of blood donated.
HISC club members started meandering into the Cowan’s at 4:00 PM. The one mobile unit had arrived and
started accepting donors almost immediately. The second mobile unit arrived about 4:30 PM and they also set
up quickly. The bloodletting was well under way. The weather cooled off and the balmy breezes, along with
Cindy & Jamie’s perfect back yard setting, added to the enjoyment of the evening. Our members feasted on a
variety of delicious gastronomic delights, an assortment of beverages, and fabulous desserts.
The members who donated deserve a special note of thanks and they should be proud of themselves. The
Blood Center’s mobile units were understaffed at the beginning. Then, one of the workers was called away for
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a family emergency. Some of our folks waited an hour or more to donate. While this would surely sour many
people of lesser “stuff,” our members took this in stride and thought not of themselves but of the greater good
to be achieved. Although the total number of pints donated fell a bit short of Mike’s challenge, the club did
donate a whopping 42 units of blood. When each pint is broken down into individual components the HISC
members will have helped 210 people in the surrounding communities.
Although we didn’t get 50 donated pints, Friday night’s achievement is the second highest number of donations since I began chairing the Blood Drives in 1993. Special thanks to Cindy & Jamie, all who came to donate, and all of us who came to party. In recognition of HISC’s dedication and support to the Community
Blood Centers of Florida and their life saving mission, HISC was presented with a plaque for the more than
one thousand donations we have made.
In May of 2013, we only had one drive that year, but we collected a record 54
pints. Two years later was Betty Coviello’s last year. She lost her husband,
Dave, and she wanted to retreat into the HISC background. That drive in 2015
had the bloodmobiles run out of collection bags. A panicked call went out to
headquarters and ½ an hour later blood draws resumed. With Betty retiring,
Jill Cross took over. Alas, her name is not Betty, but she has done an outstanding job right up to 2019 when this story was written. We have returned to the
twice a year format. The last few drives were held at the General Meeting.
Since we get about 100 members, sometimes more, at our meetings, the blood
drive has a bigger pool of potential donors. It is no longer a “party,” but we get
a larger turnout and therefore more donations.
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Teller: Bob
“Nobody Will Want to Read that Book”
In truth, this tale should have been in the beginning yarn, the one with the working title “Bob’s beginning of
the book.” However, that story just got too long, and I sorely wanted to get to the genesis tale, so this one ended up here. From what you have already learned, the roots of the book you have before you had its inception
in 2010 when I took over the Program Chair and wanted to make a big deal out of the 40th anniversary of the
Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. When that event was over, I tried to interest others in writing “The Book.” Everyone who was asked realized what a herculean task this would be. They all turned me down; however, they
all agreed that they would help whoever would be the fool who stepped up to do it. As you can plainly see, I
was that fool who said, “let it be me.”

Having decided to put pen to paper, or really fingers to keyboard, or even voice to the Dragon dictations system, I proudly announced to my good wife that I was going to write this book. It was at this point that she proclaimed, “Nobody will want to read that book.” Crestfallen, I slunk back to my desk. Maybe she was right.
Perhaps, rather than it was a herculean task, it was more like the task of Sisyphus. But I decided to soldier on.
I called the aforementioned “organizational meeting” at Sandy Grieser’s home. The feedback from the group
of 1970s members was all positive. Sharon Holland commented that she and Jack were initially reluctant to
get involved due to health issues, but by the time the meeting rolled around, they were feeling better. As the
meeting progressed, everyone there was in high spirits.
Next, I took a significant risk and announced to the HISC membership, “the book would be.” Being Commodore in 2018 I had a very distinct advantage. Every month you get to write a column in the Inlet/Outlet called
From the Helm. In the August issue, and for the first time since we started to meet at the Lighthouse Point
Yacht Club, there was an August issue; I made the public commitment. Here is what I wrote:
“And now for a peek at the crystal ball. What projects do I have in mind for next year? Well, first Pat and I
are going to take a three-week vacation at the end of March. After that, I plan to start writing the history of the
Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. I have tried to interest a few of our older members to write such a document. No
one picked up the gauntlet. This book needs to be. As we approach our Golden Anniversary, we need to retell
our story. There was a good head start as we had a panel discussion for our 40th. All of the materials remain
from that event. Plus, there are the scrapbooks that Sharon Holland has preserved. Anyone reading this that
has materials they want to contribute, please feel free to call me. All members need to know our genesis. It is
a great story and need not be lost.”
So, in the words of Sherlock Holmes, “The game is afoot.” You may be reading this pre-publication. Each of
these tales was posted to the HISC website as they came off my computer. More than likely, you are reading
the finished work. I want you to know that Pat was wrong. Many, if not most, of the members, want to know
these stories and want to read this book.
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Teller: Ed Marill
Many of the stories in this history needed editing or entire rewriting, not so this tome. Most of the tales are
funny, thought-provoking, merely a travel log, or paint a happy picture of sailing. It is what we all love and
the basis for this work. This next story is bitter-sweet. Ed Marill wrote it in the first person. Ed, like myself,
is a retired computer jock. I am quite sure he has written many a “dry” manual or two in his day. However, he
is also a gifted writer, as you will soon learn. I did precious little editing to this next sea story.
Rescue from Treasure Cay
It was getting to the end of our two-week annual pilgrimage to the Abacos aboard
our Morgan 35 sloop Aventura. I was cruising with my wife Daisy, our daughter
Ani, and our son Edgar. We had just anchored in the inner harbor of Treasure Cay
Resort, along with many of the HISC boats with which we were traveling. Among
the HISC boats anchored was Magic, a Bristol 35 owned by our good friends Dottie
and Jeff Miller.
We towed our inflatable with a 15HP Johnson all over the Bahamas. We did not
have davits, so we just pulled it along. It was getting late on this beautiful summer
afternoon. With plenty of daylight left, our crew decided to head to the beautiful
beach for a swim. We would go to the resort dock, and, after a short walk, we would
be in one of the most beautiful beaches in all of the Bahamas.
We all hopped on the dinghy. I was on the port side, sitting on the pontoon, and runMagic
ning the engine. My son Ed was sitting on the opposite pontoon, next to the engine.
When I accelerated and turned, my son, fell off the dinghy and landed right under the outboard’s propeller.
It became immediately apparent that he was injured. Upon quick inspection, we discovered that his knee was
hit by the prop and severely damaged. As you can imagine, I have reflected many hours on how unsafely I
operated that boat at that time. I will never completely forgive myself for causing this accident. We found a
piece of cloth to use as a tourniquet and headed for the resort. Once there, we had to get to the infirmary.
When we arrived there, the physician on call was treating a minor arm injury. When we showed him Ed’s
knee, he said there was little he could do there. The boy needed a major hospital where he could receive the proper care.
Right next to the resort was a small airfield, used primarily by private
planes who commuted to their luxury homes adjacent to the resort. I
got the name of three private pilots who might be able to fly Ed to Nassau or the US. I spoke with all three pilots. They had all settled in for
the evening and had begun their social drinking ritual. They all told me
that it would soon be dark, and the airport was not equipped for night
operations. As I was making calls in the hotel lobby, a good Samaritan
suggested I call Trans-Island Airways, a small commercial company
that flew from the US all over the Bahamas. She gave me the number.

Ed & Daisy Marill
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Not having any options left, I called this number and spoke to Laurie,
explaining my situation. She quickly understood, and her mind started
running 100 miles per hour. And I will never, never forget this amazing conversation: “Listen, Ed, here is what we have to do. I have a
plane available and a pilot trained to fly it. I need a pilot who is famil-

iar with the Treasure Cay Airport. I need to call these pilots and get them ready for this flight. I need to call
Nassau Flight Administration, and get permission to land and take off at Treasure landing strip. I need you to
assemble a group of automobiles at the Treasure Cay landing strip, to turn their lights on at the moment of
landing. I will call you back when I can confirm that I have the plane and the two pilots I need. They will take
off as soon as I can get approval for them to land at Treasure.”
The amount of support we received there at Treasure Cay was beyond description. One person assumed the
role of organizing the local residents with their vehicles. They had time. The flight would not land for a long
while. In the meantime, the Millers volunteered to look over our boat while we were gone. Both Daisy and I
were flying with Ed, and Ani would stay behind with the crew of another HISC boat. Laurie confirmed that
everything was set and asked to speak to the organizer of the vehicles on the landing strip. She gave us an
ETA. Roughly at the appointed time, we heard a small plane’s engine circle the airstrip. All the vehicle’s
lights went on, and the aircraft went in for a landing. The nurse at the Treasure Cay Resort infirmary was
looking over Ed, giving him some painkillers and keeping the bleeding from starting again. Daisy and I boarded the plane, shook hands with the two pilots. Ed was helped into the plane and positioned comfortably; we
taxied for takeoff. I wish I had had a camera to show the airstrip, lit by at least two dozen vehicles, as we took
off and headed for Miami.
Laurie had been in touch with the Miami Airport Air Control, the ambulance service, and the Miami Children’s Hospital, and advised all of them what was needed. Our pilot called MIA tower and informed us that
we had a high priority position to land on a specific runway at the Miami International Airport. The ambulance was waiting by the plane to take us to Miami Children’s Hospital in Coral Gables. The hospital had arranged for Dr. Jack Cooper, a well-known children orthopedic surgeon, to be available to examine Ed. Dr.
Cooper decided to operate immediately and gave us an optimistic outlook for Ed. His knee-cap was sliced in
half, but it could be repaired successfully. Dr. Cooper could not have been more reassuring and comforting. I
will never forget his confident smile as he talked to us about the results of the surgery. I believe he still practices in Miami. Ed has grown up to be a good-looking, healthy adult who plays sports and enjoys the outdoors. We were very, very lucky. He is married, has two children, and lives in Los Angeles.
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Teller: Bob Sullivan & Jack Holland
The Singer Rarely Sailed
Now and then, an interesting person or couple joins the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. They are interesting because of who they are, what they do professionally, or their take on sailing. When a couple has all three, they
are certainly candidates for our history project. Curtis and Grace Rice could be the “poster” couple for this
trifecta. They were HISC members from 1972 until 2002; therefore, they were almost founding members.
During that span of thirty years, Sharon Holland’s archive collected many stories and images of the couple.
Grace Panvini was a coloratura soprano singing professionally in New York City.
One opera critic called her the best such singer of her time. Curtis Rice was also an
opera singer, and, as you will find out shortly, an avid sailor. They were both studying voice with Estelle Liebling at her studio in The City. Miss Liebling, an interesting person in her own right, had extraordinary range and flexibility that marked
her singing and also characterized her teaching. She prepared singers, not only for
the operatic stage but also for careers in popular music. Among the over eighty
singers for the Metropolitan Opera, she instructed Beverly Sills. Thus, Curtis and
Grace were in outstanding company.
One day Grace had two tickets for a performance of Faust, no date, and Curtis was
the only guy in the studio. She suggested that Curtis join her for the event. And
that was the beginning of a lifelong relationship. As they grew close, Grace recalled that he would claim she came in and out of the studio “like a prima donna.” As you will see, that name
figures into our sailing story. Six months later, Grace and Curtis wed in Miss Liebling’s studio.

Grace

Curtis came to singing professionally in a relatively straight forward manner. He started singing in high
school and took voice lessons after that. Mr. Rice mastered four European languages. After studying in Europe, he found his way to the Liebling studio.
Grace, on the other hand, took a more circuitous route, not unlike this
book. Her mother died quite young, so as a child, Grace did domestic
chores for her Italian father. She sang while she washed the dishes.
Family relatives suggested singing lessons. She did this for a bit but
returned to singing opera just for fun. To enter an amateur contest, she
listened to a recording and then sang one of the arias from Lucia di
Lammermoor. After winning the competition, she began to take serious
lessons, which led her to Liebling, where she met Curtis. They married,
but soon after that, World War II took its toll and sent Curtis overseas.
Because of his knowledge of German, he served in intelligence. He
was present at two German surrenders.
Fast forward to 1970. The now-retired couple lives in Pompano Beach.
Curtis & Grace
Curtis has discovered sailing, buys an O’Day 27, and names it Primadonna. Notice the spelling is one word. The boat and sailing become his passion. With plenty of time on his hands, he sails it almost every day. He takes it out alone, with
friends, races it, but rarely (if ever) with Grace. You see, in truth, she did not like sailing, but to support Curtis, she attended HISC events and activities.
Jack Holland added a few details: Curtis was an avid sailor and loved the water. He raced in all our races,
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would go out sailing every day, and would take out one of his crew if they wanted to go out during the week.
Otherwise, it was sailing by himself from the dock out the inlet rigging his sails by himself. He gave a daily
report to me about the condition of the inlet going out and returning. When Curtis joined the Race Committee,
he implemented series participation flags. We used to have up to sixty boats participating in our races, so only
a small percentage of the competitors won trophies. Usually, our series was four races with participation in at
least three races to qualify. Curtis designed the flags and presented them to the sailors who had completed the
series. I still have the flags and put them up on my boat whenever we want to dress the ship.
Now the tale continues with memories from club member Robert Sullivan: It was
always a pleasure seeing them at club functions, although she only attended the significant events as the picture attests. On occasion, the Rice’s would host the afterrace party at their home. They lived in an elegantly furnished house decorated almost entirely in white, including white carpets on all the floors. Grace met everyone at the front door and admonished them to stay off the floor while wearing boat
shoes. Needless to say, that was a problem for the HISC racers who had to confine
their party exclusively to the backyard. One suspects that Curtis wanted to do his
part for the club, and Grace was supporting him.
Once, Grace invited several club members to dinner at their home. As it turned out,
Grace had also invited a young man to sing for the group. Later we found out that
S/V Primadonna
they had expected the dinner party guests to make donations toward the singer’s
music education. Mostly we did, not wanting to lose face. Curtis later remarked that he and his wife sponsored many talented young singers, none of whom, sadly, ever became well-known opera singers.
Marthe and I lived on Captain Knight’s Canal in Lighthouse Point. There was hardly a day Curtis did not motor swiftly by in Primadonna on his way out for a day-sail. He loved sailing, and he was nearly always alone.
We would exchange greetings with him if we were in the backyard or on the dock. It was his time to get away
and enjoy a bit of time to himself.
Many of the old club members like Jack and Bob knew Grace and Curtis, but only these two had the details as
mentioned earlier. We may never see the likes of the opera singers again grace our General Meetings, dinner/
dances, and after-race parties.
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Teller: Sharon Holland

Basic White Slacks
You’ve heard that the difference between men and boys
Is mainly the difference in the price of their toys.
The wife of a Skipper knows this all too well,
As dear little wifey would secretly tell.
Our young lady was wooed by a suitor most frantic
Who showed not a sign he’d be a sailing fanatic.
Before they were married, he made promises great
But then came the sailboat – oh, cruel fate!
Pearls and cashmeres at birthdays often abound,
But for her – sweat shirts and rain gear are usually found.
And in order to add just the right touch of class,
He gives a pair of white slacks to his favorite lass.
The boat gets equipped for jibes and tacks
While little old wifey wears her basic white slacks.
She’s pleased as can be to save a fine penny
The Skipper is thrilled – now he can buy a new genny.
Come holiday time with party invitations
Instead of new clothes, she makes innovations.
While she dreams of an outfit of heavenly blues
Along comes the Outlet – You must pay your dues!
So, it’s back to the old, so tired and true
The white slacks with a scarf of brilliant hue!
A race and a weekend at Old Port Cove!
We’ll save on motel bills; We’ll cook on our stove.
That should leave a nice sum for an outfit to prance
At the Saturday evening dinner and dance.
With new and old friends we’ll get better acquainted
But – the Skipper demands that the bottom be painted.
The Change of Command Ball – this will be really great
Everyone dresses fancy for this big date.
Visions of long skirts, music, romance, and flattery
No! It’s white slacks again. The boat needs a new battery
A date with Les Gals to the theater and dine
Hey! Maybe a slack-suit’s on sale at Burdines
But, alas, the white slacks and a top to make do
‘Cause the halyards and main sheets must be renewed!
Should a 1st mate just give up and resign?
Oh, no! She plans another outfit divine.
The money’s in the checkbook, ready and secure
She hurries to spend it… no time to demure.
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As fast as she heads for the fashionable shop
It’s not as fast as the Skipper can hop.
A backstay adjuster will help win a race
And the funds are all gone with nary a trace.
So haul out the old white slacks tonight
Just be sure your smile is Big and Bright!
Whether scrubbing the teak (oh, my aching back!)
Or cutting the lawn – yes, it’s the white slacks
When hubby cries out – make sandwiches, get beer
In just one short hour, we leave from the pier
She’s an absolute whiz with the washing machine
And she greets the guests in THE slacks – white and clean.

Now everything’s done on the boat – how great!
She’s perfect from bow to stern at this date
With an eye to the next after race affair
Wifey plans a new outfit to curl everyone’s hair.
But alas and alack, Dame Fortune won’t smile.
Skipper says that the boat has sailed its last mile
So a new sloop arrives all shiny and waxed
And for wifey, it’s back to the old basic white slacks.
Summer cruises to the islands – now that’s a real treat
We all compare notes on clothes, drugs, drinks, and eats.
No fancy new wardrobe like for classy resorts –
We may just cut off the slacks and wear them for shorts!
To each and every gal in H. I. S. C.
The predicament’s the same for you and me.
He may have forsaken Mother and Dad
But when it comes to the boat – you’ve been had.
The basic white slacks will appear evermore
To be worn with colorful tops galore.
A sailing trophy they’ve become.
Just remember – you’re not the only one.
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Teller: Sandy Grieser
Tales of the Baby Sat
Permit me to introduce myself. My name is Malodicat and I am a Morgan 33 Out Island. Now, you might
think it strange to be hearing from a sailboat, but actually, we sailing vessels have plenty of good tales to tell
about the places we have been and the good folks who sail aboard. This is one such yarn I can spin with the
help of the Grieser family. It was back in 1976 if I remember correctly. Understand that I am an old lady
yacht, so I don’t always get dates and places correct.
At the time, I was part of the family of Max and Margaret Tingen. Max was working with the United States
government. He had to serve a one-year tour of duty in Nigeria. Such service was part of a program by which
the United States government took people in business and sent them around the world to teach management to
other people. Max said he was going to help the Nigerian people around the city of Lagos. His expertise was
the raising of poultry. Knowing how lonely a boat like me would be if left all alone for a year, Max and Margaret devised a plan by which I would be cared for and exercised by another HISC family. They asked Bob
and Sandy Grieser if they would babysit me. If they agreed, Max said the Grieser family could take me anywhere. Bob signed on, and, in a few months, they took me to the Bahamas.
Bob and Sandy had four children, Bill born in 1957, Tom born in 1960, Jim born in 1963, and Jane born in
1964. They had a boat of their own, a Columbia 24 named Bacardi used for racing, which they shared with
two other couples. The other partners were Ray & Marilyn Martin, and Frank & Emily Humphreys. Bacardi
docked at the Lighthouse Point Marina and I found a home not far from there.
Throughout the history of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club, summer cruises to the Bahamas were the normal
thing to do. Often the length of these voyages was two weeks. That summer was no exception, and several
fleets had made plans to go. The Griesers took me, of course, but the Martins came along on their own boat.
The kids in both families were also friends. This meant that the fleet, of which the two boats mentioned, could
anchor out or go into shore and the kids would always have friends. In this particular fleet, three other sailboats brought the total up to five. Of course, Bob and Sandy had other friends in the flotilla too. They continued that great HISC tradition of assembling on other boats in the fleet for happy hour. As always, drinks, appetizers, and conversation were abundant. I, myself, frequently imbibe, but diesel is my drink of choice.
Once they set the plan, anticipation ran high in the Grieser household. None of the kids had ever been offshore before, except for Puerto Rico. That, of course, is part of the United States. So, this was going to be
high adventure. Because they had grown up near the water and around sailing, this was something to which
they all looked forward.
Jane, the youngest, was the most excited one of all. Sandy gave each kid a duffle bag to pack with, and what
didn’t fit didn’t go. That was OK because they mostly lived in bathing suits anyway. While the children had
never been that far offshore, they all knew what to expect. They knew there would be time for fishing and taking a watch at the helm. Tom explained that he planned to catch dinner. As a boat from a beautiful family
myself, I am way too sophisticated to show much excitement. To be honest, however, I do like to get to “blue
water” and really strut my stuff, if you know what I mean.
“So, throw off the bowlines. Sail away from the safe harbor.” Man, how I love it when we get underway. And
thus, the grand voyage of discovery put to sea. As usual, the trip begins at night, to arrive in West End by
morning. All of the navigation was done by plotting with much care to respect the mighty Gulfstream. I need
not remind you that I did not have LORAN in those days. Nobody in our fleet did. It was all just dead reckon26

ing navigation. Even though it was at night, the kids, who loved the ocean, were up and about. The wind and
weather were favorable. My motor was humming, and I was at one with the universe. On the itinerary was:
Grand Bahama, Treasure Cay, Black Sound, White Sound, Green Turtle Cay, Elbow Cay, Allans-Pensacola,
Little Abaco Island, and Great Guana Cay. Oh, I just love those places.
“Land Ho, hoist the yellow flag.” Then we sit and wait because the Bahamas are on “island time, mon.” But
you have to clear customs, so we bide. Fortunately, we Morgans are built for comfort, not speed. As the
adults are filling out paperwork, the kids make a beeline for the hotel pool. We only spent a day at West End
before continuing to other Bahama islands. Once underway in the light of day, all aboard me plied the clear,
blue-green waters between the over 700 islands that are the Bahamas.
I cannot recall, remember I am an old lady yacht, every one of the
many harbors and small holes we stuck my bow into, but let me tell
you some of the more interesting ones. And I swear on Neptune’s holy
name that these tales are absolutely true. Hope Town, the jewel at the
north end of Elbow Cay, was a magnificent place to visit. Most everyone knows it on sight due to the striped lighthouse. Some of the time,
we anchor out in a harbor, and sometimes we tied up dockside. I have
a large tender, a Zodiac if I remember correctly, that will ferry the
whole family from anchorage to the dock in one trip. Coming ashore
on all these exotic islands was a great adventure for the kids. There
were new sights, sounds, and smells. In Hope Town, Tom went shopping at Albury’s. Years later, so Tom told me, a friend of his gave him
a sail bag from Albury’s because of the story told to him about the time
they were in Hope Town. Sandy pointed out that there were a lot of
beach dogs over on the other side of the island. Tom remembered the
dogs, who, he pointed out, liked to swim. They would all barge into
the water and swim around and around. Tom remembered sitting in the
pool at that location also. Sandy remarked that the pool was at the hotel. It was at the hotel where we would meet for lunch, swim in the
pool, or plunge off the dock into the harbor.

Elbow Cay Light

While this does not involve boats like me, humans seem to enjoy eating and drinking. Sandy seemed to spend
a fair amount of time in the galley, preparing meals for six. Sandy explained that she got some recipes from
other club members. It wasn’t all that hard to feed six people. Although she dreaded it the first time she had
to do it, she learned from experience. For breakfast, they often had prepared food like doughnuts. Even just
plain bread made the first meal of the day. They would get fresh bread from a local bakery. None of them really did breakfast. Sometimes they ate breakfast cereals in those little boxes with a wax liner. You crack the
box and pour milk directly into the contents. Those first meals of the day were outstanding. They did their
own thing for lunch. They had something they called “boat sandwiches.” They were round rolls, filled with
meat, basically a sub. The fillings were often hard salami, cheese, lettuce, and such.
One problem in those days was ice. My battery powered fridge could keep things cold, but not make ice.
When onshore getting local supplies was at times easy and then, at other times a challenge. Ice was always
scarce, especially in big block form.
At other times they lived it up and had dinners at restaurants. And if they were in a fancy place, like Treasure
Cay, they would go to a restaurant just to get a break. Sandy remembered a local restaurant in Great Guana
Cay that had beautiful flowers on the tables and served fresh-caught Bahamian fish sporting local preparations.
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With the kids aboard, they did a combination of American-style restaurants and Bahamian style establishments. The Bahamian restaurants were typically fish-houses and sometimes they served lobster, but always
prepared in the local style.
Some of the time they reverted to the old-fashioned way, hunter-gatherer style. While they were traveling between the islands, actually doing the sailing, they spent some time holding a fishing pole. One time they
caught enough Spanish mackerel to make a dinner of it. The smells on board are always part of life at sea. All
of my smells are wonderful if I do say so myself. The aroma of Bob’s morning coffee announced the dawn of
a new day.
In my experience, and I must admit that being a boat there are a lot of things with which I do not have intimate
knowledge, most sailors just love to sail. Oh yes, some specialize in racing, others cruising, some sail far out
to sea, and others might just gunk-hole, but every one of them gets caught up in the feeling of wind, water, and
being at one with nature. The kids on this trip played this out in many different forms. They all enjoyed being
at the helm and standing watch. They love to swim off the boat. Anywhere the water was shallow, they would
drop my anchor, and the kids would just jump overboard. Further, they would look for starfish, shells, or anything else interesting on the bottom.
Then there was my aforementioned dinghy. While we were cruising between islands, their activities involved
a lot of dinghy riding, dinghy horseplay, and surfing the waves in the dinghy. They would pull in the dinghy,
one or two of the kids would get into the it, and then the line would be let out and the tender trailed behind me.
Often, when the water was clear and shallow, they would put on a diving mask and watch the bottom as it went
by. They would hold onto the dinghy’s painter and place their heads in the water to view the sights. Sandy
joked we’re trolling for sharks. Tom remarked, with a wry sense of humor, “you never caught one, did you?”
While in a harbor, the kids were allowed to run the dinghy all over the anchorage area.

Jane explained several things she did on the trip. Among them were naps on the deck while sailing, counting
starfish in the clear blue waters, and taking turns trailing in the dinghy behind me. She believed there were a
few times that we bathed and washed our hair in the ocean. Then did a quick rinse off on the boat to conserve
the shower water. Listening to the halyards gently clang when we were dockside was a great sound. To this
day, she loves that sound. The people we met along the way were almost always genuinely lovely folks.
Boaters seem to have such great dispositions. They were always accommodating with docking, sharing food
and drink, etc. What she loved most of all was spending uninterrupted family time together.
Deserted stretches of the islands were a playground for young and old. While I lay quietly at anchor, the
Griesers and their sailing comrades headed for the beach. They took dinghies over to Great Guana Cay, for
example, and all remarked how beautiful that beach was. With its ocean of deep blue-green water, it was a
sight to remember. Just offshore, there was a beautiful reef. They went skin diving, swimming, or just sat on
the beach. With the crystal-clear water, it was just gorgeous.
Our voyage was not all fun and games. There was adventure too, and not all of it good. This next event took
place when the kids were not aboard. Our adventurers noticed an island boat coming towards them, with a
powerful light shining forward. The bow kept coming closer and closer. Ray scrambled, went below, and
brought up a gun. This was the time when people were getting their boats stolen or hijacked. There was an
awful lot of drug running at that time. Sandy wondered why anyone would want a small craft like the one they
were on. Small sailboats do not stand out in a crowd, remembered Sandy. Being noticed is not something
drug runners desire. All four of them just stood there, the boat checked them out, turned around, and went
back to Great Abacos. Sandy said that she had never been scared before, but with all the news stories about
piracy, this incident gave her considerable pause. “I don’t like guns, but in this case, I was glad they had a gun
on board,” she said after the fact. This event was a frightening night because they were all alone with nobody
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around.

I am sure that this next story is a familiar one to anyone who anchors in a strange harbor. It has happened to
me before. On the way home, we put into Allans-Pensacola. As Bob set my anchor, he noticed that some
clouds were moving in. Night fell and the wind began to pick up. But… the crew had all gone to bed. Later
on, they woke up and found that I had slipped my anchor. Bob and the boys scrambled on deck, got my anchor reset, and went back to bed. In the middle of the night, Bob once again rousted the boys up and said, “we
gotta quickly get on deck.” It was a matter of resetting my anchor again. Bob fired up my engine such that the
anchor could be quickly placed on the deck. The anchor was dragging once again. The holding in this anchorage is not very good. Once returned to the anchoring position, they set two of my anchors. It was a fearful
sight to see a reef coming up as I drifted. And the reason for all this action was the howling wind blowing a
dreadful amount. And, of course, you know, the anchor is not holding.
My final story was the return. We had a terrible time getting back to West End the next morning. The sky was
gray, the sea was gray, everything was gray. The wind was blowing frightfully hard, and I was trying to beat
against the wind. It took us all day to get back to West End. And then we had to go off the bank and come in
again. It looked dreadfully dangerous to the crew and me. Bob comments that the wind was not favorable,
Sandy adds it was just horrible. So, we had this terrible time going off the bank. What with the waves and
against the wind, it was a problem just getting into the harbor. When we finally got into the anchorage, other
HISC sailors asked the Griesers, “where did you guys come from?” Sandy was thoroughly exhausted and did
not give much of an answer. Fortunately, Marilyn Martin was there and fixing dinner. And can you guess
what she was making? It was barracuda. Bob mentions that he did not know you could eat barracuda. Marilyn noted, “you’re going to eat it now.” She had it all done up nicely; sautéed and it was delicious!
The trip back to South Florida was uneventful. The Tingens returned from Africa, I returned to my customary
dock, and the Griesers received a beautiful piece of Nigerian art.
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Teller: Betty Nederlanden as told to Bob Schuldenfrei and Arlene Loesel.
Mary Meets Bill
Nat Sophin had a small gift shop in the Beacon Light Shopping Center in Lighthouse Point. In the back of the
store was the Lighthouse Point Post Office. In the 1970s, it was a small mall that also housed Pat Anderson’s
shop. All of the folks mentioned in this tale were HISC members. Now you ought to know something about
Nat besides the fact that he owned the shop and the sloop Downwind. Although married to Shirley, Nat
thought of himself as a ladies’ man. As related by a reliable source, he would help women make their selections accompanied by, perhaps, inappropriate touching. It is relevant to the next few paragraphs because the
shop could be considered charged interpersonal interactions.
Betty Nederlanden told me the story about how she joined Mary Wells and
went to work for Nat. He said to me, “you’re good with figures Betty, can you
help me out? I need some help with the post office.” Betty said, “I think I can
run the cash register and make change for a 10-cent stamp.” For you 21st - century readers, that was what first-class postage cost in the mid-1970s. So continued Betty, “I agreed and went to work, both in the post office and the gift
shop.” That is where I encountered the young, vivacious, and attractive Mary
Wells. She was working as a salesgirl. Everyone agreed that Mary was very
entertaining.
When I got home, I told Bill I was going to work there the next day. Bill said,
“I will pick you up there after work,” which was fine with me. Bright and early the following day, I packed a lunch and set off for Nat’s store. The day
passed without incident. That is until close to closing time in the late afternoon, things changed. That’s when it all happened.
Mary Wells 10 years
The door opens, and a very handsome Bill Nederlanden walks into the scene.
Mary and I are in the back away from the door, but with a clear view of said
after the story
door. Mary said, “Hey, hey, look what’s come in the front door?” I said, in a
very nonchalant tone, “Yeah, I see ‘em.” Mary, starting to breathe hard noticeably, said. “You see ‘em, aren’t
you excited?” And I said, “Well, I know him.” Mary said, “You know him? I will be right back.” She goes
back to a little mirror, just out of sight in the rear of the store. There she touches up her hair and makeup.
When she returned, there was a little bounce in her step. It was then I said, “Mary Wells, this is my husband,
Bill Nederlanden.”
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Teller: Dick & Carol Simmons
Change of Command 1976
Written and Read by Dick Simmons as he became Commodore
In order not to be outdone
I thought that I would join the fun.
And so I sat right down to show ‘em
This Commodore too, could write a poem.
It all started with some men in a tub.
Who thought they’d start a sailing club.
Before the idea could be abandoned,
We had Commodore Nederlanden.
A leader of indomitable willFearless, bold, and brave is Bill.
Whose Tartan 30 can be seen
Whenever it blows between nine and fourteen.
Phil Snoberger then did next appear
To steer the club through its second year.
Past Commodore Phil has discovered a way
To get other folks to pay for his play.
Ollie Jackson, of White Lightning fame,
Became the third to bear the name.
His old catamaran, oft towed around.
Was swapped for a keelboat to run aground.
At the end of his term, midst a din and a shout,
The club had something to Crowe about.
Though his mast may fall, though his sails should rip,
The Colonel runs a very taut ship.

In our sixth year God did will us.
A lady Commodore named Janet Gillis.
In order not to dispel the myth.
She changed her mind and became Arrowsmith.
Now a new crew takes the watch.
With vision unmarred by gin or scotch.
A crew with Gusto!, vigor and vimThough the boat may sink, we all can swim.
A stalwart group of lads and lassesA far different cry from these former ----- Commodores.
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Teller: Richard Munsterman
War Eagle Kicks Butt
This is a racing story, but you don’t have to be a competitive sailor to be able to sense the scene and the outcome of this yarn. It is a calm, clear day in Biscayne Bay early in December in the late 1970s. Ken Batzer is
racing in the Wirth M. Munroe Yacht Race. He has entered War Eagle, his new Santana 30. This is not just
an ordinary coastal, not by a long shot. Sailfish Club of Florida, founded in 1914, runs the Wirth M. Munroe.
The race covers sixty nautical miles of ocean from a sea buoy off Biscayne Bay to the sea buoy off of Palm
Beach Inlet. In the 1970s, this race served as a warm-up event for the boats and their crews who would participate in the Southern Ocean Racing Conference (SORC) races. The big boys and their toys would come down
to the warm waters of our coast to try out the newest and best yachts that money could buy. All the famous
skippers were in the race to include Ted Turner, Ted Hood, and Dennis Conner. Ted Hood had recently won
America’s Cup aboard Courageous in 1974. After this race, they would take their boats around to Tampa on
the West Coast of Florida for the actual SORC races.
It is early in the day when this pedigree fleet of ocean racers headed out of Miami towards the starting line. Typical of the boats that raced that day was Williwaw, a 45’ sloop with Dennis Conner in command. Joining this august collection of yachting’s finest is HISC’s entry with Ken Batzer in charge and
Richard Munsterman serving as navigator. Time has erased the knowledge of
others aboard War Eagle that day. As they formed up for the start, it was apparent to the experienced crews that the best way to win this race in light air
was to head east for the Gulfstream. Its flow is 4 to 6 knots pushing you north;
it’s like a tailwind. The gun goes off! The fleet heads for the stream.

That is, all but one boat goes that way. And who might this intrepid sailor be?
Violating all that is holy, War Eagle makes for the shoreline in a northeasterly
direction. Splitting tacks with the fleet, Ken and his navigator have a different
idea. Richard is looking in towards the shore while the fleet is heading east.
War Eagle
He sees a sea breeze building in from the west. You can see the furls on the
water. He was telling Ken that the fleet was not going to make it going east. So, “let’s go north along the
coast. Let’s stay inside and pick up the good wind.” War Eagle was able to raise her spinnaker and get the
most out of the good air that was hugging the coast.
The sail was big, and the Santana 30 was a light displacement boat. Away they went. The fleet was so busy
watching each other that nobody noticed this small boat going off in a different direction. The further the big
boats got from the beach, the less they observed the subtle breeze from the west along that shore. Every minute that passed, War Eagle was moving closer to the finish line. Every minute that passed, the fleet was still
heading, hard on, towards the Bahamas at a slow creep. Eventually, the other boats realize that Batzer had the
correct tactic, although they could not see him by this point. One by one they started to come in towards the
shore. This was where the little boat was, but, of course, War Eagle was way out in front with a big lead by
that time. Ken had won the race, but the best was yet to come.
The dinner was at the Sailfish Club. The experience was first class; everybody loved the race and the afterrace party that followed. The quality of the food was AAA. You would go up there, and they would have tables groaning with food like oysters, shrimp, and beautiful pastries. The aforementioned, big-name, skippers
and owners were there. The dinner conversation revolved around these sailors asking themselves, “who were
those guys?” And they continue to ask, “what happened here?” And, what happened was the HISC kicked
their butt!
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Teller: Don Hightower
Don’t Start Without Me.
Don and Binnie Hightower spin the next yarn. It is one memory of a particular race, but also a reflection of
days and times gone by aboard Finesse, their Hunter 34.
I have always cherished my breakfast on the stern of Finesse. On such a beautiful morning in Green Turtle I
did not expect Binnie to yell from below that we are going to be “late for the start if you do not hurry.” A
glance at the time and I really started to scramble. We jammed the remnants of the table down below, started
the engine, and quickly put it in gear. We had quite a way to go to get to the start line; I stepped on it. The
distance gave us the time needed to straighten out the mess we had made below. We started getting things
ready for action.

With the sails hard and flat for speed under power, we finally cut the motor and
came up on the wad of boats that were on their way to the start line. The starting horn had just blown. There must’ve been about eight or ten skippers staring at me, and for good reason. Finesse had been going at maximum speed and
heading 90° to the fleet. Several of the boats were close hauled and almost following, like a mother duck, with her ducklings in a line. In a formation like
this, there is usually enough space between a few of them to sneak through,
depending on your speed. I could see the bunch were very close hauled and on
the starboard tack. We were approaching at 90° to them. So, I yelled to my
crew, “don’t touch anything.” The crew, staring at all that fiberglass in front of
us, went quiet! You would think the next sound was going to be the crunching
of hulls. Then we got what we expected, “STARBOARD, STARBOARD!” I
had already picked my slot before getting too close and it was aft of the boat
right in front of us.
We were making a straight line to his bow. PANIC was in this face in front of
me because he didn’t have much room to maneuver. He did not know if there
Don & Binnie underway
was enough space behind him. My yelling, “hold your course” certainly didn’t
make him feel any better. Finesse was truckin’ and, with a 5½’ deep keel, she could turn on a dime. And
THAT she did. 90° to port, and then the same to starboard, she sliced in front of the following set of very
large eyes. We made it so quickly that we were clean and pretty for turning alongside the bunch with our sails
already on the correct side. We tightened up and passed the group, one by one, to their lee as we reached deep
water and made our turn to the north. We were outside of the islands, well in front. This was supposed to be
close to a 25 mile “around the isles” race. On the way back down the inside, we had perfect winds and equally
perfect drinks. This was a great time to demonstrate my “steering backwards” move. This meant looking aft,
watching your wake for steering, and glancing at the other boats behind you. My life is pretty empty now
without her, but I can talk for hours about the things we did and the excitement we had aboard Finesse.
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Teller: Richard Munsterman
Overboard, but a Winner
This is another story of snatching victory from the jaws of defeat. But this one has an interesting twist. Here
is the scene. You are in a race and trying to win when one of your crew falls overboard. So you stop to pick
up your crew member, nice guy that you are, and the boat wins the race. This is how Red Ink got HISC bragging rights.
It is a fine day for sailboat racing in the waning years of the 1970s. Gerry Vonk has Richard Munsterman and
his six-year-old daughter, Lara, aboard Red Ink, a Cal 27. Now Cal 27s have a great history of winning races.
Forty years later, Mike Duvall took a boat-load of silverware home in his Cal 27, Magic. Richard had crewed
with Gerry many times when he was not sailing his boat. They lived across the canal from one another. They
always helped each other.
The flags go down, the race begins, and Gerry has Red Ink heading for the first mark in the lead. In the days
before GPS, racers depended on local knowledge about wind and current, coordinates on a paper chart, and
luck to find a small object that was out of sight. When the speedy Cal 27 was somewhat near the buoy, it happened. Richard and Gerry were concentrating on finding and rounding the mark. Whoops, splash, scream,
and Lara Munsterman was in the Atlantic Ocean. In an instant, Richard dives in with Gerry tossing life preservers (that was the term used in the mid-20th century). With Richard and Lara now safely afloat, Gerry continues the “man” (in this case kid) overboard drill. The sails luffed, the boat skillfully brought around, and the
wet crew members hauled back onto Red Ink.
Here is where the story gets weird. During the action, nobody had time to look at the racing fleet. With the
crew safely aboard, they were back in the race. At this point, Richard noticed that the other boats were having
difficulty finding the first mark. They searched for a little bit, and then the whole fleet just did a U-turn and
went for the second mark. Thus, the only boat to round the first mark was our intrepid little Cal 27, Red Ink.
With nothing to do and not having turned on the engine, they just lazily cruised around all of the marks and
finished the race in the correct order. And what does every race have once all of the boats have returned to
dock? They all come to an after-race party. You will remember, gentle reader, that the genesis story explained the raison d'être for the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club was so that members could go to the after-race
parties. With some glee, Richard and Gerry informed the crowd that they were the only boat to finish the
course, as announced by the race committee at the start. So, the only racer not disqualified was Red Ink. This
meant that they had won the race. There was a lot of informal protesting; however, there was nothing the other
skippers could say or do as they clearly did not complete the course.
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Teller: Bob & Sallye Vonk
In Key West, In the Money, and In the Pink,
Or Inspector Clouseau Races to Margaritaville.
The Ft. Lauderdale to Key West Race is 160 miles of terror sandwiched between two incredible parties. The
party at Key West takes place on the old sub-base in a circus tent. Rum, beer, and live island music in a tent
provide the fuel that powers the after-race festivities. The terror takes place on the Gulfstream whenever Boreas, the north wind, decides to come blockbusting on down through the Florida Straits.
The race has been held every January for the last five years and is cosponsored by the Storm Trysail Club and the Lauderdale Yacht Club.
In 1979 it attracted over one hundred entries spread among its IOR,
MORC, and PHRF divisions. It included famous “name” boats like
Hot Flash and Ticonderoga.
The cover of the 1980 official race instructions featured a color picture
of the 1979 MORC winner, Inspector Clouseau, owned at the time by
HISC member Bill Hunt. It is this sailboat about which this yarn revolves. It sports, in 1980, a purple spinnaker with the pink martinisipping panther. That was a trophy for winning the class in 1979.

Inspector Clouseau

Inspector Clouseau is 27’ overall, a beam of 8’, displaces 8,000 pounds, and is painted pink. That’s right; it's
pink. That puts a lot of pressure on the owner, something like being a boy named Sue.
The Inspector came into this world pretty much like any other ultralight displacement Santa Cruz 27, with one important exception. The
original owner, Frank Atlas, had forgotten to say what color he wanted
when he ordered the boat. When the time came to lay-up the hull, Bill
Lee, the designer/builder, tracked down Frank in Paris and called him.
Due to those funny things called time zones, the phone rang in the wee
hours of the morning, waking Frank. “What kind of color would you
like your boat? We can make it any color.” Frank said, “Any color?
How about pink?” Frank fell back to sleep and forgot all about the pink
business until he got delivery, a pink boat.

The next year

Pure inspiration followed surprise. The boat would be named Inspector
Clouseau, after the bumbling, Peter Sellers portrayed, detective in the
Pink Panther series of films. Later, Frank Atlas would boldly enter the
1977 Ft. Lauderdale to Key West Race in the IOR division. The little
pink boat surfed and planed past imposing one-tonners to take the first
overall in the IOR division. It was a sensation. A diminutive pink David had taken on a whole division of one-ton macho Goliaths and had
whipped them all.

Frank Atlas sold Inspector Clouseau to Bill Hunt, who entered it in the MORC division of the 1979 Key West
Race. It was a hard race with 32 counted knock-downs before the crew lost count. The knock-downs were so
severe that seas carried away the mast-head anemometer and filled the cockpit like a bathtub. Still, the pink
boat was first over the line and won the MORC division. It was awarded the panther spinnaker as a trophy.
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Teller: Bob & Sallye Vonk
Let the Clean Machine Do Your Bottom
From Sallye Vonk’s archives comes another story by her late husband, Gerry. As usual, the editor has taken
individual liberties with the text. Back in the day, a sailor named Daryl Wilmoth had an interesting vessel
named Iron Mike. It was an old Navy landing craft. [Editor’s note: Even in the 1970s, the US Army had taken over all of the landing crafts such that the Army had more “ships” than the Navy.] He used Iron Mike in his
salvage business. Gerry had seen this rig once before shepparding a salvage down the Intracoastal to a
boatyard. The landing craft stood out like a sore thumb amongst the beautiful yachts in the yard.
On one particular morning, Gerry was enjoying coffee on the dock with club member Dick Munsterman. Gerry was preparing to race his Cal-27, Red Ink, in the Columbus Day Regatta two days hence. As all my readers
know, it was time to scrub the bottom. It just had to be done, and neither Gerry nor Dick was looking forward
to the chore. So, instead of just jumping into the water, they were nursing their brew down to the bitter grinds.
As Gerry lamely suggested more coffee, he heard something coming down the canal. It was Iron Mike. Dick
had called Daryl, and by implication, his company Underwater Tool Services, and here he was ready to
demonstrate the latest thing in bottom-jobs. Iron Mike was soon made fast, and Daryl snapped into action.
Both HISC members could see that this was going to be a high powered, high tech operation.
Speaking of power, that’s when the boys spotted the source of that power. It was Iron Mike’s diesel engine
brought to the hull utilizing a large water pump and hose. On the end of the hose was an interesting looking
device called a hydro-brush. [Editor’s note: This technology was in use in 2007 with a device called Seavac
and still used today (2018)] In no time at all, Daryl was in the water with the hydro-brush and under Red Ink.
The brush bristles began to spin and scrub. Daryl’s day-glow air hose, in view, while he was cleaning the keel,
was the only thing visible. But when he surfaced to clean the waterline, the device looked powerful, judging
from the splashes it caused. Before long, Red Ink finished, Daryl was out of the water, and a heavy line-squall
forced the group to beat a retreat into the house.
Over sandwiches, Daryl revealed the process initially developed for large
ships. It was an economic move to save the Navy the expense of putting a
dirty vessel into dry dock. The secret of the hydro-brush cleaner has to do
with the way the water creates suction as it leaves the hydro-brush. In other
words, the suction pulls the brush tightly against the hull while the power
brush does the scrubbing. It is a fast, mechanized system that does not easily
fatigue divers; all they do is steer. Inevitably, someone got to thinking if this
big-ship technology could be scaled-down it could be used on yachts. As you
Similar device circa 2018
know, boat owners will pay just about anything for parts or services! Someone did just that in California, and as it spread from there, Daryl learned of the process. He brought the concept east, and that is how it landed in Boca. Gerry noted near the end of the tale that Daryl planned to develop
this into a business. For several reasons, this did not happen, as of this writing in 2018.
The rain stopped, the sandwiches finished, and Daryl had to ship out for another job. Dick and Gerry helped
him cast off and took one last look at the hydro-brush “clean machine” before Iron Mike pulled away. The
coffee was still on the dock, and Gerry remembered his procrastination. That stalling was beneficial as the
bottom was racing clean, and he did not get wet.
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Teller: Bob et.al.
Youth Sailing in the Early Years
“Youth Sailing,” has been one of the four functional areas of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club from the start.
As reported in the HISC Bulletin (the name Inlet/Outlet had been suggested but not yet become “official”) of
May 1971, there will be a Junior Sailing Program. Ed Dettling, Chairman of our program, was also on the
Board of Governors of the Lighthouse Point Yacht Club. The yacht club was giving up the junior program,
and it would donate to us eight Optimist Prams and a trailer that could hold all of them. From that time, until
1980, there may have been a few years in which the program did not run. However, it is safe to say that it has
always been a feature of the club.
The Junior Sailing Program was held during summer vacation
because this activity involves school-aged children. I gleaned
from the reminiscences of the people in the following paragraphs that these classes all took place on four Saturdays at the
end of July and the beginning of August. The equipment used
during this period was the Optimist Prams. The "Opti" was designed, as many of you know, for the Optimist Service Club of
Clearwater, FL, to offer low-cost sailing for young people. As
of 2019, the Opti fleet, worldwide, is over 400,000.

Opti fleet circa 1980
The first classes held using the Opti fleet was in the waters off
of the yacht club. However, unstable wind conditions found there forced us to discontinue operations at that
venue. Having the trailer helped a great deal. The club moved the whole operation to Lake Placid. The
“lake” is a wide spot in one of the canals leading off the Intracoastal Waterway just inside Hillsboro Inlet. The
parking lot for Cap’s Place provided an ideal place to store and launch the boats. The club constructed a small
shed to house the prams when not in use.
The first interview for this tale was with Michael Sparks. As of 2019, Mike is a Director of the HISC. Back in
1977, he was a kid of 11 years old participating in the Junior Sailing Program. He tells of days when he sailed
on his parent’s boat Le Bon Risqué, a Columbia 8.7 of 29’ overall, and the Opti prams 7’ 9” overall. Mike
suggests that the prams of 2019 might still be the ones that were not even new in 1977! Of course, they all
have been rebuilt many times over the past 50 years. We launched the boats from the canal seawall, and the
skipper would have to climb into the pram alone. From there, the single captain/crew would set sail and head
for open-water. Given wind force and direction, this was not always easy for anyone alone to do, let alone a
novice eight-year-old!
The primary instructor at that time was Paul Petroskey, a member of the HISC, although he did not own a boat.
Michael remembers, editorially speaking, that Paul was quite the character. He did not elaborate. Paul was
very involved with the Sea Scouts at the time. Viewed from the 21st century, one issue was most surprising.
The children were not required to pass a swim test.
At the appointed time, the adults would bring their children to Cap’s parking lot to receive all shore-based instruction. Standing on dry land, the students learned Opti nomenclature, safety, and knot tying. And, because
the Opti could only hold one kid-sized person, the instructor would stand on a floating dock with the kid in the
pram. Here the student would be told the important stuff. Once, out on the water, the instructor could only
yell from another boat. Besides, since there were not enough sailboats to go around, the part of the class that
was not on Lake Placid had to remain in the parking lot.
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So, imagine you were a kid setting out on your first sail. You are alone in the Opti with one hand on the tiller
and the other holding the sheet. It was the main sheet as your craft only had one sail. The dock was on the
canal, so to reach the “open water” of Lake Placid, you needed to navigate east. The prevailing winds in this
neck of the woods are from the east. So… your first sail probably meant tacking in a narrow canal with other
boats maneuvering all around you. If you were lucky, your first leg was a starboard tack across the canal at
about 50º degrees to the wind. No sooner than you have gotten comfortable, you have to tack. As you go
through the wind, you must shift your weight to get to the new “high” side. Now you are on a port tack, so, in
addition to all of the other things you are desperately trying to remember and execute, you have to give rights
to the seven other prams on the water near you.
Once you reached Lake Placid, things got a tad easier. There was much more space, and things did not “come
out of nowhere” as they might have back in the canal. But, don’t get too overconfident, because you still had
to sail back to the canal, find your way to the dock, and land the Opti alongside the dock at zero knots! Remember, the wind is usually from the east, so you are probably going full tilt downwind and trying not to jibe.
The boat passes the dock at a good clip. Just as you pass the dock with enough room to come about, you have
to pick the spot to make the turn. This maneuver is an amazing calculus problem that your trained mind can
do in an instant, but to the novice, it can have unfortunate consequences. One factor in your favor is the fact
that the Opti has very little momentum. You make the requisite turn, and your craft comes to a stop. Mike
concluded that it was “fun and easy to do.” Another student from this era, Jane Grieser Chefan, had a different
memory. She banged into a docked sailboat trying to make this same maneuver. Jane reported that “Tears
were shed.”
As the young sailors got more experienced, the instructors divided the eight boats into
two fleets for racing. Now, the rules for sailboat racing come into play. The teams
practiced starts, giving buoy room, and taking advantage of a starboard tack. Everyone kept score. The kids who were “in the money” got ribbons to acknowledge that
they had put into practice what they had learned.
About a few years after Michael Sparks’ experience, the children of Tom and Arlene
Loesel took to the Opti prams. They would be Myles, Scott, and Darrin Loesel. Because he went on to be an instructor, we know the most about Scott. Not much had
changed since that time. No swim test, same parking lot, same prams albeit with a lot
of maintenance from club members, and Paul Petroskey in command, continued to describe the Junior Sailing Program.

Paul Petrosky

Interest in sailing continued to grow in our area. The City of
Lighthouse Point formed their own summertime youth sailing
program. That program culminated with the Mayor’s Cup
Race. It was a regatta that held ten races over two weekends.
Arlene Loesel noted that one year Scott finished first and Myles
second in that competition. Sadly, the Mayor’s Cup Race
passed into sainted memory. However, our youth sailing continues and is growing in the 21st century.

Instructor, Scott Loesel
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In 1988 Jenny Antweiler (now Jenny Antweiler Kunz) took the
course. By this time, many things had changed. The club decided that Lake Placid was just not the right venue for the program. So, they packed up the prams one last time and moved
inland to Quiet Waters Park in Deerfield Beach. There, they

added two types of performance sailboats, the popular Laser
and the lesser-known Butterfly. That last boat, of which we
only had one, had a hull design modeled after the C-Scow. In
addition to John Antweiler, Jenny’s dad, Dan Fitzgerald, and
Joe Strycarz ran the program in the late 1980s.
Dan filled in a few details about the changes in instruction after
the move. When new kids were sailing for the first time, the
instructors would gauge their comfort level. They were placed
in the boat by themselves, just sitting in the boat and not sailing.
If it seemed that they had understood the dry sailing instruction
given to them a few minutes earlier, Dan would point them on a
reach and let them sail away. Of course, there was always an
Instr. Dan Fitzgerald & Jack Holland
adult in a chase boat. Youngsters are great imitators; they
would try to sail like their friends. Most of the kids didn't get it
the first time around. It was very encouraging when, finally, the light would come on.
Jenny fondly remembered the many Saturdays at Quiet Waters with the Australian
pines whispering in the wind. But, then, sometimes those same Australian pines
would be blocking the wind. Often those zephyrs were little to none; other days, we
were flying across the lake. Whatever the strength of the wind, and it usually was the
strongest when we had to pack up and leave, we were always sad to go home.
Jenny brought her friends to these Saturday lessons, including Amanda Hyatt Haley,
who is now a club member and a yacht broker of sailboats. Crazy to think about how
the love of sailing started at the HISC. There were pram races on the last Saturday of
each session made up into an A and B fleet and about six kids per fleet. We would get
ribbons for each race and trophies for winners over-all. One time, she remembered,
Joe Strycarz
we decided we didn’t want to race, and all piled onto a Butterfly. We sailed across the
lake and didn’t come back until the end of the morning class. And that was how we ended racing in the Junior
Sailing Program. Jenny added that she grew to like racing and figured out it made you a better sailor.
But youth sailing honed her love of sailing by having fun. They used to “harvest” the mucky weeds that grew
in the lake and try to throw them at other boats. Or, the kids would be pirates and steal other’s boat parts, leaving those boats stranded for a while. Jenny noted that they did learn skills. For example, they tried synchronized sailing and sailing backwards.
There was one sad note that this history must relate to you, my readers in the future. At the same time, Jenny
was taking the course, Carol and Dick Simmons’ son David was also a student. Dick was the 6th Commodore
and, at the time of this writing, the oldest active Commodore. David grew up racing on the family’s boat, Gusto; however, it was in Youth Sailing where he learned the art. David got so good at racing his Sunfish that he
participated in regattas all over the Southeast United States. A highlight was competing in the Sunfish World
Championship in Sardinia, Italy. Upon his accidental death in 1995, his Sunfish was donated to the HISC
Youth Sailing program.
This tale should end with an article by Jeff Thompson that appeared in the July 1989 issue of the Inlet/Outlet.
His style of writing lets you stand on the lakeshore and feel the excitement. This is what our sport is all about.
Here is what he wrote:
Intense racing brought the Spring Junior Sailing series to a close Saturday, May 20th, at Quiet Waters Park.
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Constantly shifting conditions made the series of five heats a
true challenge for the young racers and their boats.

Adults find prams a challenge too

Commodore Pete Anderson, and a contingent of parents and
friends, were on hand to counsel and cheer on their hopefuls.
No one was disappointed as the typically beautiful weather
we’ve come to expect was with us once again. Whether you
were sailing, swimming, or sitting, it was great to be there.
Starting the race at 2:00 PM, instead of our normal 9:30 AM,
prompted consideration to hold future meetings later in the day.
Racing would have been impossible with the doldrums that lasted till nearly noon that day!

Excitement and tension ran high as the lead changed several times in some very close racing. A total of 13
juniors participated in the program this session, with six of those in three boats competing in the final regatta.
Each team won at least one race resulting in some close scoring. My congratulations go out to all those racers
who braved the whirlwinds at Quiet Waters, finishing every race, and above all, having fun doing it! Trophies
for all competitors and those who attended at least three of four sessions were presented at the June 8 th meeting.
At next Fall’s sessions, we will include the new USYRU/
American Red Cross publication, Start Sailing Right, as well as
the instructional videos intended to accompany the workbook.
This excellent material should help us to refine our junior program instruction further. We will be working to make this book
available through the Club Quartermaster soon and a required
part of the materials for all our young sailors.
We’ve had some luck recovering dinghies lent out on the
“Adopt-a-Pram Program.” So far, two prams have been located, bringing the total to ﬁve. Commodore Anderson is also arranging for the use of additional prams. We’ll keep you posted
on progress.

Still the same in 2017

Many thanks to Bill and Adrienne Romberger for transporting boats to and from the lake, and to Dan and
Joyce Fitzgerald for donating the trophies for the Regatta again this season.
Juniors, keep practicing this summer!

We’re looking forward to presenting some new material, techniques, and games next fall. Plan now to meet
Saturday, September 9th at 1:00 PM at Quiet Waters Park. Have a great summer.
Race results for the Spring Junior Regatta: First place: Scott Romberger and Jenny Antweiler. Second place:
Tyler Blum and Peter Wallace. Third place: Brad Dalhoffer and Jamie Roberts.
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Teller: Dick & Carol Simmons
Change of Command 1977
Poem written and read by Dick Simmons, Outgoing Commodore
The Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club, it now would appear
Has, in spite of its Commodore, survived the past year.
We’ve had buoys that strayed from their assigned destination,
And buoys that hid, which were really on station.

We’ve had whole fleet sail away on a race of their own.
When the course had been changed - had they checked they’d have
known!
We’ve had raftups come together so perfect and neatAnd come apart in wild disordered retreat.
With winds blowing thirty knots across Biscayne Bay,
And rub rails all bobbing in wild disarray.
With shouting about who would leave and who who’d stay.
It’s amazing any of us got away!
We’ve had a cruise to the islands, but even then,
Half of us started and went back again.

Commodore Simmons

And somehow it all came out right
And Bryce managed to keep everyone in sight.
And like a good shepherd guiding his flock,
Return all them safety to some U.S. dock.

We’ve had single-handed races, and if that’s not enough,
We trotted out couples to do their stuff.
The winning couples sailed Falcon and September Song;
But let’s come back to the singlehanders, before moving along.
Sig Mueller sailed smartly, that jolly old elf,
And in the Single-handed race got disqualified-for sailing by himself!

Then we thought we’d try something new
41

Novice races for new skippers and crew.
And wouldn’t you know that just for a switch.
These races came off without a hitch.
Not so when our Ladies took to the sea
The winds were as fickle as they could be.
First they died, then circled and came up from aback.
From a beat, to a reach, to a run. Hurry! Tack!
It’s hard to believe they’ve been headed again.
But there’s that same lobster pot they passed way back when.
By the end of the race our ladies’ vivacity.
Had been exceeded only by their dogged tenacity.
The fall and onshore series came and went.
And it looked like my year was almost spent.
Then as if to make one last demand
The Hillsboro Inlet filled up with sand.

Now, my good friends, just what do you do
When there's not enough water for the boats to get through.
Well, we did what the ancients long since have tried.
We arranged to set sail on the incoming tide.
With such dexterity the race committee once again
Saved the day for our sailing men.
Not unnoticed were the efforts of Tom Loesel.
Who for the last time, set “B” buoy – then said “go to Hell!”
No more Tom to be seen charging to the attack
Astride a moped with a buoy on his back.
Alas, it’s the story of life, my dear.
The end of another era is here.
Her very last day on the beach, Betty had to be a drag.
Said the Commodore was over early -- and waved her yellow ﬂag.
And after each race Dianne would come ‘round
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With caviar by the ounce and sardines by the pound.
We’ve had varied programs to meet our every need.
From medicine aﬂoat to the shape of speed.
Our club has a Quartermaster whose generosity does not lack.
Just ask and Paul will sell you the shirt off his back.
No newspaper ever gave greater support
Than was provided by Mickie and Corat.
One issue it seemed the entire news
Was a reminder — “Have you paid your dues?”
To get something engraved from a plaque to a tiller
All you had to do was call Jeff and Dot Miller.
Now, before I go I must thank Carol, dear,
For all of her cookies, soda, and beer.
It is a loyal devoted spouse
Who before every board meeting cleans the house.

Thank you, Tom and Mary and Jim and Bob.
We may not be fancy, but we did the job.
And now Robert Grieser, it is with great joy
That I induct you as the Number One Boy.
We leave you one legacy for early next year ...
“Kialoa to Jamaica” soon will be here!!!
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Teller: Pete Gustafson
Pete Gustafson, The New Kid on the Block
I moved to SE Florida from Ashtabula, Ohio, and the sweet water shores of Lake Erie in January 1973. I had a
passion for sailing and wanted to sail year-round. Fortune smiled on me when a member of the Hillsboro Inlet
Sailing Club invited me to a meeting at Harris Imperial House. There I met Commodore Bill Nederlanden
who invited me to join.
I met many of the 195 club members and their families. In those days racing was the main focal point of the
club, cruising was a secondary benefit. However, the club did organize a cruise to the Bahamas every year.
That is where roughly 15 to 20 boats would meet near Hillsboro Inlet about midnight to begin the trek to the
Abacos. In the days before GPS, navigation was a tad more involved. While LORAN A was available, none
of our Bahama bound fleet had it. It was very expensive and you had to do complex calculations to find out
where you were from traces on an oscilloscope. Every boat did have a VHF radio, so if you went over in a
group, inter-boat communications was excellent. Some boats had short wave sets on board if you needed to
“call home.”
So, let’s get back to racing. My first memory of a Sunday morning “around the buoys” race was aboard Rebel,
a Morgan 35 owned by David & Helga Berliner. Dave came from the mid-west, so the boat name had very
little to do with southern origins of the owner. He took his racing seriously and selected his crew with care.
Most of the hands on his yacht were young, strong, and very enthusiastic “deck apes.” They all had their assigned positions. Being a tad older, I stood out like a sore thumb. As the “new kid on the block,” Captain Berliner asked me to call the start from the bow. He instructed me to not be over early.
As I made my way to my perch on the bow pulpit, I mulled over the many races I had sailed in the fresh water
lakes of Ohio. I made sure I yelled out my information so it could be heard with no errors at the helm. I took
the job, as you can see, very seriously and positioned Rebel perfectly for a fast reach to the start line. We employed a Vanderbilt start. This is a maneuver where a boat heads away from her intended starting point on a
broad reach for a predetermined time. Then the craft jibes, sails back, and then arrives at the start line at full
speed just as the flag goes down. As we headed back towards the line, I only had to yell back to the helm once
to “luff up” because we were a touch early.
We nailed it, first boat across the start line, clear air, full speed, and a Beach committee amazed we were not
over early. In fact, the Beach Committee made a comment that “we almost had you over early.” We easily
won that race and were first to finish, no one even came close! My memory of that day was the beautiful
weather. It was a Florida fall day with clear skies, wind from the southeast at about 10 knots, and only a light
chop on the water. It was well past the “dog days” of summer with their tropical weather patterns. There was
an amazing turnout for a “buoy race”. The racing fleet was large in those days, with boats ranging from 20’
trailable boats up to a 52’ Gulfstar. One of the participants was a big old lumbering motor-sailor that could not
get out of its own way. It was given special dispensations. She was allowed to start her engine to get out of
“irons” when coming about. On that day, if I remember correctly, there were 52 yachts competing for bragging rights. At the after-race party, David and his crew reveled in their success. In the 1970s a race of that
number of boats was a typical turn out for a Sunday.
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Teller: Pete Gustafson
Surfing the Inlet
In 1975 Robert “Jack” Youngblood and his wife, Jean, bought Rerun, a brand-new PT 32. This was an IOR
design built in Texas by Plastrend Yachts. Both Ken Batzer and myself were recruited to crew this new hot
boat for the club races. My memories of this yacht were not of its excellent racing record, but of what happened after a race one day while coming into Hillsboro Inlet.
To appreciate this tale, you need to understand the Inlet circa 1975. After the
last ice age, the warm ocean water returned to shore near the beach in front of
Hillsboro Ridge. It was on these tidal beaches that a coral ridge was formed.
Any inlet that forms, including Hillsboro Inlet, causes water to flow over these
shallows with the tide. This flow is quite strong, even today, as any sailor in
these waters knows all too well. Back in the 1970s the reef by markers #1 and
#3 extended to the north. The channel shown in the picture had yet to be cut.
Jack Holland provided the details on how the cut was made. In 2002 it was cut
into the coral making the passage a good deal safer. But, in 1975 HISC boats
had to navigate this reef. Instead of a good 16’ of water, the depth over the reef
could be as low as 6’. Hillsboro Inlet was at the time one of the most dangerous inlets in the country. Water racing out of the inlet would slam into the
north jetty and swirl out in a southerly direction taking any boat in its path diagonally across the reef.
The race was over and we were the first boat back to the Inlet. The wind was a
brisk 25 knots directly out of the east. There was a strong ebb tide running,
creating mountains at the entrance to the Inlet at the western side of the reef.
Ken, and not Jack, made several crucial decisions that set us up for a safe passage that day. We fully dropped the mainsail and secured it to the boom and
left the Genoa up. With the wind behind us we kept the Genny full. Thus, the
center of effort was as far forward as possible. Captain Youngblood was at the
helm as we approached the gauntlet. Just as the first big wave lifted our stern, Ken realized that the Captain
was a little over his head on this approach. He moved his position, snatched the tiller, and skillfully surfed the
Inlet. I watched the knot meter peak at a steady 19 knots! All of us were very relieved to settle down inside
the calm turning basin of the Inlet.
We headed up into the wind and dropped the Genoa. Then, we sat back to watch the next boat run the Inlet. It
was a Soveral 30 owned by a man who was not an HISC member. They took a different approach on entering
the Inlet. Full mainsail, no Genoa, and this meant the center of effort was farther aft than normal. As the first
wave picked up the stern, the bow started to round up. With the mainsail up a recovery was not possible. Full
knockdown! I watched the spreader tip hit the water as the Soveral 30 surfed over the reef in full knockdown
mode. To make matters worse the Soveral 30 had a lot of freeboard. They were, however, lucky on one account. It had a very small cockpit. This managed to keep most of the water out of the cabin. They had to be
doing close to 19 knots as they were running the same waves we were on. And all of this was on their side for
roughly 600 feet! Even more scary than the knockdown was the fact they now had one man overboard. They
were able to get that person back on board relatively quickly, although I could not see how this was done. Mi45

raculously, they avoided the rocks of the south jetty which would have been a real disaster. Once the boat was
free of the strong current, it popped right up. Since there is not too much room in the turning basin, we did not
hang around to see how the other boats did. Once the bridge went up, we headed back to our dock. In 1989,
Peter & Mary Wright had a J-24, Cahoots, that was wrecked on the reef. It washed up onto the beach a total
loss.
There are good lessons to be learned. First, understand our local waters. The Hillsboro Inlet has many
“moods.” Second, know how your boat behaves in all types of seas and wind conditions. Next, learn the importance of properly setting up your sailboat. Finally, know how to use the center of effort to your advantage.
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Teller: Bob
A Potpourri of HISC Information
The history project to write the book, Spinning the Yarn, History of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club, began
with a call to arms. As you have read in the first story, this book has been in my mind since 2010. In July of
2018, I invited a team of people, who had been members since the early days, to an organizational meeting at
the home of Sandy Grieser. That meeting took place in September and produced a 15-page transcription. All
of the stories devoted to the early days of our Club came from that document. However, there were many ideas and thoughts in that roadmap that did not warrant a full-blown story. Some were only a sentence or a short
paragraph. Some of these snippets of history are essential. What to do? This tale is my attempt to preserve
the record. It is crude, irreverent, and disjointed and is in no way a polished work of art. Please accept that. If
you read it, you will find many brief tales that the author believes are worth telling. Most, but not all, are from
the early days of our club. If you wish to skip this tale, feel free to do so; no hard feelings.
This manuscript contains many references to the Ft. Lauderdale to Key West Race. The HISC participated in
the first one in 1976, and Jim & Judy Durr aboard I’m Judy, Sail Me took home the trophy. That is not the
yarn I am about to spin. Here is the tale Arlene Loesel related to me. The next year, it was all about the afterrace party. Before I give you the details, you should know that your author has loved folk music since his
teenage years. Picture the scene. Tables and chairs stand under a large tent. The sailors were gathering in the
late afternoon to enjoy the afterglow of race day. A relatively young-looking 31-year-old dressed in jeans and
his trademark Hush Puppies began to climb the tent pole. Slung over his back was an acoustic guitar.
He had a few recordings under his belt; however, there were many in that tent that afternoon who had never
heard of Jimmy Buffet. In his most unusual “stage,” perched high above the multitudes, he entertained them
all with songs that already became best-sellers and those that were soon to be hits. More than forty years earlier, three tunes Arlene remembers were Havana Daydreaming, The Captain and the Kid, and Changes in Latitudes, Changes in Attitudes. These are songs I listen to often, even today.
Ken & Mary Ann Buzard were founding members of the HISC. When they answered the call from Bill Nederlanden, they owned a Gulfstar 43, Our Star. As you will recall, I am missing the rosters for the years 1972
– 1974. When I turned to the 1975 Roster, their listing included Windseeker, a custom 55’ sailboat. It is not
unusual for people to purchase a bigger boat. What makes this story noteworthy is the bigger boat. Ken
owned a cement factory near Dixie Highway in Pompano Beach. I can only guess that there was extra space in
the plant, enough to layup fiberglass on a custom mold Ken fabricated. After completion of the job, Ken and
Mary Ann had a brand-new boat. This story made the rounds of the south Florida sailing community. It came
up very early during the planning meeting. Everyone sitting around Sandy’s dining room table, except me of
course, knew the story and remembered it well.
When Sharon Holland cried out, “I have a story,” the table went silent. In the late 1970s, a new product hit the
market specially designed for the cruising sailboat. It was dinnerware fashioned with a rubber ring on the bottom of plates and bowls. It appeared to be the perfect galley addition. Many of our Bahama bound boats outfitted the cabin with these slip-proof place settings. No matter how the vessel pitched and rolled, the plates
would not move. That was 100% true. However, that marketing claim said nothing about the contents of the
plate. Once spaghetti hit the plate, and the red sauce hit the pasta, the whole mess slid off the launch-pad and
all over the cabin. And the plate? It sat firmly where it was. Some Bahamian families are probably still using
the rubber-ringed place settings!
This short paragraph is about human nature. It predates social media discourse by many years, but it sounds
like it could have happened yesterday. If my friend Marcus, you remember Cicero from the first story, were to
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appear in my study this minute, he would not be surprised by the following. Arlene Loesel published the first
edition of the Inlet/Outlet. It took the form of a sheaf of legal-sized papers stapled together in the upper left
corner. At one point in the late 1970s, she compiled a list of members, as it appeared in the Roster. Horizontal
space became an issue. All went well until she got to a gentleman who lived on Highway A1A. His name was
Ronald Sylvester Alexander. Arlene only had so much typewriter space, so she entered his name as “Ronald
S. Alexander.” Well, the honorable Mr. Alexander threw a hissy fit. He threatened to sue Arlene, the Flag
Officers, and everyone in the Club! He said, “I am known as Ronald Sylvester Alexander.” Arlene tried to
explain that it was nothing personal; it was a matter of space.

Waiting for David

The next vignette concerns hurricane David, a category 2 storm passing
by Florida in August 1979. Why is it placed here? It is not because it
was about a devastating storm, the most powerful one, or even the most
destructive one in Broward County. After a comprehensive review of
hurricanes striking our area between 1971 and 2020, I retell the David
story because of this picture. During the fifty years of our history, the
Hillsboro Inlet has been spared a direct hit from a major hurricane
(category 3 or above). There was a fanciful newspaper article written
about a category 5 Andrew like storm coming up Broward Boulevard.
You don’t want to know about the projected devastation.

The picture illustrates what all of us do when we get the hurricane warning. Since there is not enough
boatyard space in south Florida for sailors to put their vessels on the hard, we shelter in place. Cross-canal tiedowns are the usual answer. Almost every year, there are reasons to perform the ritual. You know the drill.
Remove everything you can take off your “baby.” Sails are the most critical item to strip off, as any canvas
will act as a sail when you don’t want your boat to head downwind. Need I point out, you require the other
owners’ cooperation because no other vessel can pass once you tie your boat?
How did this storm treat our fleet? It was a near miss as it brushed the
coast just north of Palm Beach. Once again, Lighthouse Point dodged
a catastrophe, but better safe than sorry. That being our story, others
were not so fortunate. David may have been responsible for 2,068
deaths, making it one of the deadliest hurricanes of the modern era. It
caused massive damage across its path, most of which occurred in the
Commonwealth of Dominica, where the storm made landfall as a category 5.
There is no doubt that Mary Wells was a character. You have already
met her in the story Bill Meets Mary. Sprinkled into the tales in this
collection are references to her extraverted personality, cooking skills,
and willingness to pitch in wherever and whenever the club needed
her. Shortly after this project’s organizational meeting, Arlene Loesel
sent me a five-page memo. One paragraph cried out for inclusion.
Cheryl Jalbert was a neighbor of Mary in Lighthouse Point. Cheryl
passed on this choice piece of gossip. Mary would often invite four or
five people to her house for dinner prepared in the style that made her
famous. More often, Joe Strycarz was in attendance. Joe was a frequent fixture, or as Mary explained, “Joe is a special friend.”

Chef Mary Wells

While we are discussing hot topics, let’s not overlook the annual chili cookoff. This tradition had its roots in a
1999 Inlet/Outlet story reported by Tom & Anita Garvey in the January cruise report. When the 1998 Roster
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went to press, it had the Superbowl scheduled for January 24,
1999, rather than the following week’s correct date. This left a
hole in the calendar for January, so Past Commodore Pete Anderson made a command decision. “We will have our 1st Annual Past Commodores Chili Cookoff.” Pete & Pat volunteered
Barefoot Elegance to be host boat. Pete went on to confess that
he did not know a hell of a lot about making chili. However, he
argued that if you take a whole mess of past commodores and
their net worth of “Chili-ology,” it will probably equal a hill of
beans!
The flyer inserted into the ION continued this comic wordplay.
“A flatulent evening where every cabin will be warm all night.
Bring a side dish to share; however, Mylanta not provided. The
event in Lake Boca will kick off at 5:00 PM. Dinghy rides are supplied from the boat ramp so that the boatless
members can join in. The judging of the chili will occur at 7:00 PM. And thus read the marketing pitch for
the event.”
3rd Cookoff (note apron from the 1st)

As so often happens during Florida “winter,” weather was a factor. Tom Garvey reported that it was
“blustery.” That did not stop eleven club boats that made it there despite the conditions. In the face of the
wind, our anchors held; well, except for a momentary slip of holding for Sea Angel. The Anderson’s boat, all
44 feet of her, provided spacious afterdeck room for the chili, sides, drinks, and, of course, the celebrants. The
judges made their entrance sporting aprons made by Pat Anderson. Their honors, Pete Anderson, Pete Gustafson, and Jack Holland, walked the line down Chili Lane, methodically and laboriously beginning the task at
hand.

The Garvey report clearly stated the alcohol-fueled congregation pinned the needle of his Noise-O-Meter. But,
when the judges began the tasting, one by one, it was so quiet you could hear a winch handle drop. Tom
thanked heaven he was not an adjudicator since he thought all of the spicey pots were excellent. “Some were
sublime, some spicey-good, and one in particular, (#6) straight from Las Alamos by way of Lucifer, it was so
hot!” How hot was it? “If you put it on a railroad track, and if a train came along, it would jump off the track
and take a dirt road.” None the less, it took top honors for chef Joan O’Rouke from Sea Angel. All chili providers got party favors, made and donated by the Andersons, consisting of T-shirts, visors, coasters,
mousepads, and aprons. And that was how the chili cookoff came to be.
To say that the tradition took off was a classic understatement. Each year there were more boats, chili cooks,
and folks to eat the devilish brew. In the second year, they dropped the prefix “Past Commodore” and settled
in for the 2nd Annual Chili Cookoff.” The ION reported that a 19th - century trail cook from any 1950s western
would have been impressed with the 18 hot-pot contributions. The crowd ate everything in sight; not one bean
left.
You, my readers, would die of boredom if I were to give you twenty years of retelling the same story. From
here on in, please find only the highlights. In 2004 Mark & Sally Kahn needed only one cruising point to gain
a flag. So, when Wind Dancer lost its transmission, did they have it towed back to her dock? No, they did not.
They had her towed to the Chili Cookoff with their beanpot bubbling on the stove. The fifth chili cookoff was
the chilliest of all, with an Artic blast chilling our resolute band to the bone.
In contrast to the 5th, the 7th was downright tropical, with the thermometer breaking 80° at the judging time.
By that year, there were 26 participating boats. With so many folks desirous of tasting the hot stuff, logistics
became an issue. Dennis Tynan designed and built a table for the bow deck of Soulmate to hold all of the pots.
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At 1700 hours, the figurative gun sounded. Eileen Winchell needed to hold back the crowd to place chili in 15
numbered cups for the judges to judge. To keep the judges honest, the relationship between the numbers and
the provider’s name was secret until the award ceremony.
The bow positioned table worked great as the 60-hunger crazed mob descended on the chili pots like carnivores at a kill site. I exaggerate. The mess line circled the table with military-like precision. After filling the
plates, members passed on to other boats in the raft to enjoy the feast. After drinking large quantities of adult
beverages, it was a tad tricky for those who decided to plop down on Skeddadle’s trampoline.
January 2007 found the usual suspects doing the traditional thing with the
customary ingredients. However, in a break with past years, Commodore
Jim Wallace arranged for our members to work out their aggressions on a
Piñata. Keep in mind that the blindfolded swinger was on the deck of a sailboat in the middle of Lake Boca. Let me introduce the safety committee.
Judy Antweiler held the back of the batman’s jacket. It was cold, so everyone wore one. Tim Leonard and Rudy Janis cowered under a table nearby
just in case they needed to catch a falling player. Even so, Maureen Leonard
managed to bop Tim over the head.
Mary Steward produced the first crack in the target. A few more players
started the Piñatas’ guts to spill candy. Peter Wilkinson served up the coup
de grâce; candy went everywhere. Sweets on the cabin top, on the deck, and overboard. It was a prodigious
rain of candy. Once again, our crowd of merrymakers, fueled by demon rum, went after the sugary treats like
six-year-olds at a birthday party. No one was hurt, except the wound to Tim’s pride, and no party-goer needed
a pull from a cold-water swim. It was a successful cookoff.

2016 spread

Wind and rain tended to limit the event to the heartiest of our members. Anchoring in Lake Boca were 12
boats, 9 pots of chili, and 3 winners. However, 2016 allows me to discuss the cookoff categories. These
awards vary from year to year; like the chili, nothing remains constant. Judges Suzi Wehe and Hector Arrillaga named the first category “Hottest Edible,” but there was no reporting on whether any of the nine entrants
were deemed “inedible.” Bill Zimmer, on Persistence, received that prize. Sadly, 2016 produced no colorful
names for the brands. Two other chefs took home prizes that night. Nancy Danvers, from Adelante, won the
“Best Presentation” accolade. Colleen Stolberg, aboard Duet, copped the “Tastiest” honors for her contribution.
The ground-rules are always in flux. In 2012, for example, there was a grand
prize awarded for a devilish concoction called One-Eyed Iguana Chili. That
was the creation of Michael Lyon, who provided the recipe for same. The first
ingredient, two pounds of one-eyed iguana. Mike kept bringing the reptilian
based stew, cooked to order aboard the S/V Bossa Nova, annually. Can you
imagine a dessert chili? That is precisely what Christeen Pozniak made, walking off with the prize in 2019 in the category “most unique chili.” One is left
to wonder how long this tradition will last. Only my readers in 2071 know.
2019 winners
The following story came from an e-mail exchange from Don Hightower to
Robert “Hutch” Hutcheson. The “I” in this story is Don, not the historian, Robert Schuldenfrei.
I just wanted to connect to see how you are doing. I get this same feeling when, in the solitude of my
thoughts, I realize my age is 92, even though I’m still counting on seeing triple digits. My sailing history
jumps back, hops a ride on my shoulder, and whispers in my ear.
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Our times on the water were priceless. We couldn’t realize it at the time enough to make some noise about it,
but now, we can hear it easily! At least we are here to talk about it. It’s surprising how much time has passed.
I now return to a time when we had been racing most of the day, and the crew was cleaning up, getting ready
to leave. I’ll never forget it. Everyone was tired and sweaty, and a few of them had already disappeared with
only one thought in mind, home. It seemed like the remains of the crew were passing through the companionway more than once for things forgotten. They had had their day’s fill.

Hutch & Don nicely clean

I was fumbling around the cockpit with a few remaining chores when I realized I heard nothing from below! I had been too busy to notice - Hutch was up
to something. He quietly slipped down the companionway. Then, a surprise
from the heavens. Tired, sweaty, and not ready to believe most of what I see,
an arm came out of the companionway holding an ice-cold Coke dripping ice
water from the icebox. Oddly enough, Hutch was on the other end of it. Now
peeking over the edge from below, I said, “WOW! In this still heat of the day,
with nothing left in the icebox, you are handing me a wet, ice-cold Coke?
Where in the world did you find that?” With a big grin, Hutch said, “that’s not
the end of it.” I thought, what’s up now? After one colossal swallow of that
heavenly cold draft, I knew what he had done. He must have used a goodsized jigger because it had plenty of rum mixed in, and this tired body came
out of that one shot with a smile like you wouldn’t believe; rejuvenated and
physically dangerous. I’m not much of a drinker, but he knew what would fit
and fix that moment!

My last years are missing those days of racing with my seven-man crew aboard Finesse. My waking hours
will never be the same, missing her and her guarantee of surprising excitement, along with her drop to leveling
smooth glides of calm. I hope, if I ride through the heavens in a sailboat, it is on my sweet lady Finesse. I
never did find out where Hutch got the rum, but I wasn’t apt to talk much about it. Hutch was generally quiet
but showed up at the point of action every time. I hope I will get the chance to visit with Hutch and reminisce.
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Teller: Dick Simmons & Bob
A Matter of Character – The Bill Pettit Story
Over the years, we could describe several members as loveable characters. There have also been a few not so
loveable, but we choose not to mention them here. This story is about Bill Pettit, who, by all accounts, qualifies as a “character.” He was not a charter member, but joined the Club in its second year, 1972. You could
clearly say that Bill died with his “boots (ok Top-Siders) on.” He was a Club member until his death by
drowning/heart attack in 1998.
In spite of the best recollections of club members in 2018, some of the details from the 1970s have vanished
into the mists of time. The details of this yarn are pieced together from the memories of Jack & Sharon Holland, Betty Nederlanden, and Arlene Loesel. Sometime between 1972, when he joined and 1976, Pettit was
out sailing solo on his boat C’est la Vie. The Roster in those years did not record the make or model number,
but Scott Loesel remembered it as a 22’ Pearson Electra.
So, picture in your mind a hot Florida day without much wind. Bill
decides it would be nice to cool off, and not having a bathing suit sheds
his clothes. He fails to drop his sails as he dives off of C’est la Vie.
What could possibly go wrong? He is not in the water very long when
something does go wrong. A puff of wind blows up, and the sailing
vessel sails off. The good news for our stranded ex-sailor and now
swimmer was he was not far from land. Having no choice, Bill headed
to the beach. Clamoring out of the water, he walked up the beach.
Standing, au naturel, he knocks on the door of the first house he encountered. I do not know the details of the scene, but it must have
been hilarious. The upshot to Bill of this incident was, given clothes,
rounded up some HISC members, and caught his wayward boat.
Of all of the crazy stunts members pulled off in the late 1970s, personal
flying on a spinnaker takes first place. It was definitely “in the money”
so to speak. Flying was an activity mostly done by the young, but
there was one exception, Bill Pettit was not young. The picture shows
this stunt. The flyer attaches a seat, often a bosun’s chair, to the foot of
the spinnaker. You tied a second line to one of the foot-gromets, and it
Taking flight
allows the flyer to be hauled back to the boat at the end of the flight.
Anyway, these are the principles of operations when considering spinnaker flying. Richard Munsterman sent in the picture showing how it looked
when everything worked well. Dick & Carol Simmons boat Gusto! was the
vantage point for the image. For the record, the flyer in this shot was not Bill
Pettit, and the person on the deck was Rick Simmons.
It is Columbus Day weekend and time for the Columbus Day Regatta. The
Club plans to race from Miami to Elliott Key and then to a raft-up off of Elliott
Key, part of Biscayne National Park. Since the weather is good, Gusto! is
there, and folks are willing, they decide to try some spinnaker flying. All goes
well at first. Bill, who is no “spring chicken,” says he would like to go for all
the gusto as Dick’s boat name suggests. They sit him down and away he goes.
Understand that the Columbia 43 had a pretty tall mast. And then, almost
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Columbia 43

without warning, a line squall came through. The wind lifted the spinnaker and its hapless passenger 15 feet
above the mast. Now the top of the 43’s mast to the waterline was 53’, so Bill must have been more than 65
feet above the water. Wham! Bill was plummeting into the drink. With all of the observers thinking this was
the end of wild Bill Pettit, our intrepid flyer popped up and swam to shore.
Shortly after that, Corat Moran, who was an attorney, came over to Dick and
handed him his business card. Dick explained that if it came to a lawsuit, Corat would certainly be press into service. It never came to that. In fact, Bill
never said a word about the incident to Dick or anyone else. The accident must
have left a few cracked ribs at the very least, but Pettit was mum. Our favorite
character has character to spare.
So now we come to a special event in Bill’s life, and as you might suspect, it
Bill & Jane
was done in typical Pettit style. Our hero has fallen in love with the charming
Jane. The year is 1978. You would think that after the last yarn, he would have toned it down a bit. And
Jane, who seems to have been a sensible lady, might have found Bill a tad too far off the tail of the distribution. But they tied the knot anyway. Tom Loesel performed the ceremony shipboard. By this time, Pettit had
bought a bigger boat. It was a Pearson 35 he named Serenade. He had been living aboard, quite illegally,
while docked at the Loesel home in Lighthouse Point.

Sing along with Bill

So, the big day comes, and Bill gets hitched without a hitch. There is a big
party, and the couple sails off together on a honeymoon cruise to the Bahamas.
But wait, there is a third person on Serenade. In true Pettit style, Bill has invited Paul Petroski to come along. What? Is Paul a chaperone, a reporter, or a
coach? Who knows! Now there is something more you need to know about
Paul. Besides being an excellent instructor in the Youth Sailing program, Mr.
Petroski is wont to argue with just about anyone about almost anything. And
who is there for Paul to joust with on this tight little ship; why Bill Pettit of
course. Battle they did. Every day on the crossing, there was a debate, arguments, and everything short of fisticuffs. Should we tack this way, or should
we go that way? How should we deal with the ‘stream? Should we pinch, or
should we bear off? All the way to Marsh Harbor, the battle royal went on and
on.

So, the good ship and crew made landfall and dropped the hook. Marsh Harbor was significant as it was the
first island, that they had come to, that had a significant airport. Remember that Serenade carried provisions
for a long voyage. And in and amongst the cooler contents was more than one case of beer. Jane had her fill
with this behavior as she proclaimed, “I’m out of here!” While the boys were off doing something, she packed
her bags. Just before she made her break, she remembered the beer. From the galley, she armed herself with
an ice pick. With the precision of a surgeon, she punctured each can and jumps ship. Taking herself to the
airport, she grabs the next plane to the States. While this was no way to begin
a marriage, it certainly turned out well for both of them. Jane and Bill stayed
married until 1998 when death overtook our man of character.
Bill was a man of many talents, as you have just learned. Sharon remembered
a New Year’s Eve raftup to ring in 1985. There was a large gathering of members aboard Mistral, a Pearson 39 owned by Bob & Marthe Sullivan. There
was a good supply of name-brand bubbly for all to toast with and to supplement the usual HISC hoard of assorted libations. Cookie Carlisle was there to

New Year’s 1985
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pour out the “good stuff.” In the picture, one can see Bill with his guitar. In those days, sing-along was very
much in style. Most of our members that year could remember back 20 years earlier when Mitch Miller had a
popular television show called Sing Along with Mitch. I suppose Bill Pettit was no Mitch Miller, but he got
by. And remember, Bill’s marriage to Jane was still going strong. To wrap up, Dan & Joyce Fitzgerald remembered a time after one of the Old Port Cove races when a group of members was in the bar after the celebrations. Bill Pettit brought up that he just didn't understand why the government kept sending him those Social Security checks as he really didn't need them. That was “pure Bill.”
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Teller: Bob
Tropic Harbor Bash
I was not supposed to be the teller of this tale. But, after numerous e-mail probes of the members who could
potentially remember these events from the years 1979 until 1987, only a few could do so. Ed Marill provided
the bulk of the first-hand information; Dan & Joyce Fitzgerald kicked in a bit more. There are, however, many
hints of what went on if you but read the Inlet/Outlet (ION) and scan Sharon Holland’s albums. This story is a
reconstruction of what arguably could be called the longest-running after-race party in club history. After
reading the draft of this tale, Ed informed me that the Tropic Harbor Bash was his idea.
The first record I found of something called the Tropic Harbor
Bash comes from the ION of March 1980. The column opens
with “If it is anything like last year’s, this will be a fun weekend
including racing, cruising, pram sailing, and an after-race party.” We can conclude from that sentence that the birth of the
Tropic Harbor Bash was 1979. When Captain Marill supplied
the genesis story, things began to make sense. Ed and Daisy
owned a home two deep-water canals away from this rather expansive circular, artificial harbor. Ed was the cruise chair that
year. He planned the cruise to the site with a party held at the
home of Arlie & Martha Buck conveniently located in Tropic
Burgers, dogs, and more
Harbor. Near them, also on the water off Tropic Harbor, lived
the Munstermans and Vonks. The site was excellent for members arriving by boat or car; the party proved to
be a resounding success.
The 1979 bash proved to be so popular that the 1980 reprise of the event took place over the weekend of
March 17th & 18th. It paired the cruise with a coastal race. The ION article stressed that the after-race party
was not only for racers but, like the prior year, also for cruisers and members who could only come by car.
The party was far more than your run of the mill after-race gathering. It featured live Bahamian music from a
local steel band. The author went out of his way to remind his readers that there was to be more! He promised
that Dick Swanson, owner of S/V Cignet, would lead the HISC “caroleers” [sic] in the second annual rendition
of On Top of Spaghetti. The HISC invited the nearby condo owners to the bash so they would not complain
about the ruckus. Can the HISC drinkers get a tad loud? You bet your dupa they can.
In the next ION, we received a few more tidbits of information.
The after-race lollapalooza location? It will be on Sunday again
in Buck’s yard. The morning would feature sailing pram races
followed by hot dogs “and other goodies,” but sadly, revelers
must BYOB. It would have been helpful to a poor struggling
historian, that would be me, to have a grand write up in a subsequent newsletter, but no such luck. To place a little salve on my
wounded psyche, Sharon Holland did provide some pictures.
As is the case with other Kodacolor snapshots from this period,
they are starting to fade. By the time my readers in 2071 get
their hands on this history, the scrapbooks will be no more.
One only hopes that everything stored in electronic form will
still be around.

Pram racing in Tropic Harbor
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There is a real temptation to replay the same story over again for the
seven remaining years. It would fill space, but I am sure it will bore
you to tears. That will not happen. In 1981 the Club celebrated its 10th
birthday. The ION carried a story each month, reflecting the events
that occurred ten years earlier. Because that took up “real estate” in the
newsletter, I had to dig to find out about the Tropic Harbor Bash. The
powers-that-be, to make my job harder, moved the bash from the
spring to the late summer. Fate struck down the coastal race, but thirMarill’s S/V Siesta
teen racers dropped the hook in Tropic Harbor on Saturday evening
anyway. No professional musicians this time, but Ed Marill, with his 120 bass accordion, and HISC’s traveling troubadour, Bill Pettit, provided the instrumental accompaniment for the club singers. After a few boatdrinks, full-throated singing rang out around the circular anchorage. Sunday morning found a few more of our
boats and members who drove their cars to the party. The water found windsurfers racing for the first time.
Ed Marill, having fully recovered from the night before, organized the windsurfing race which was won by his
son.
The THB kept moving back in the calendar. The year 1982 found the annual event on September 18th and 19th.
The race fleet sported 25 boats. They raced about 20 miles in light air and a calm sea. More boats came to the
raft-up, so the joint was jumping Saturday night. As in years past, the featured party took place on Sunday.
As the ION announcement states, that gathering took place, not in a member’s home, but at the Pelican Harbor
Club House on the south shore of the harbor. The HISC could use that facility because club members Russell
& Sheri Poulton were also Pelican members. The illustration, directly lifted from the Inlet/Outlet, instructed
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the membership as to what, where, when, and how.

The write-up in the newsletter offered much praise and thanks to the Entertainment Committee headed up by
Chairman Rhett Sann. Rhett announced that all of the food for Sunday’s event came deeply discounted from
Publix supermarket. It was unreported who the entertainers were, but the group, Doug De Pue Duo, received
much praise. Once again, windsurfing and pram racing took place. There were four classes of windsurfers
because there were enough board-sailors to fill out novice, women, pro, and youth fleets.
By the fourth bash in 1983, things became even more organized. The Sunday party venue continued at Pelican
Harbor Club House with air conditioning that meant the party would be cool. Dockage was available for that
afternoon. It was too bad that overnight dockside was not possible, as you will soon learn. Burgers ‘n dogs
were on the menu as in years past. The THB had grown. One hundred thirty members enjoyed the barbeque.
The team manning the hot grills turned out to be the Race Committee, Steve Pohlman, Ken Batzer, and Russ
Sann. Publix of Lighthouse Point discounted the food bill by 10%.
The Tropic Harbor Bash coastal race and cookout turned out to be terrific, but for the cruisers who droppedhook Saturday night, well, it was not so hot. The winds blew at 35 knots. Something you should know about
Tropic Harbor. The ground holding is notoriously poor. Dan Fitzgerald explained that the harbor was the supplier of soil for the buildings that surround the “pool.” Therefore, the dredge dug deep.
As you can see from the soundings, you have over 12 feet of water at low tide, more at high tide. If you put a
whole fleet of HISC sailboats in the middle of said anchorage, you place a limit on the amount of scope each
boat can drop. The bottom is mud, so if you are not careful, you can drag your anchor instead of setting it.
Night squalls only added to the excitement. The ION reporter wrote, “We watched Artemis work for a couple
of hours before successfully anchoring.” That would be skipper Dave Gottschall. Ken Batzer gave up altogether and retired his Santana 39, Bryni, to a private dock.
The race on Saturday, September 1984, proved to be a tad rough. In the morning, wind and tide made passing
the inlet treacherous. Only a few boats raced. The anchoring in Tropic Harbor was, once again, challenging.
And, just like the year before, the wind howled, and boats dragged their ground tackle. However, no vessels
were lost or even damaged. And, as in the past, the bash was,
well, a bash.
The event in 1985 was notable because Sharon took many pictures. I could have shown more, but that would have turned this
story into just another one of her albums. There was another
change that year. The Sunday party once again returned to a
private home. John & Mary Munson had purchased the Buck’s
home after Martha Buck passed away from cancer. So, the
THB returned to the scene of the first Bash. The reason for the
move was not because of bad feelings with the Pelican Harbor
Club House, but because of venue booking. The after-action
Nobody ever went hungry at the Bash
report came from two sources in the Inlet/Outlet. First, Commodore Stan Greenblath gave a shout-out to the good folks who organized the event. While it is not unusual
for the Commodore to give a mention to some big regatta, it is a tad strange for our commander to note an after
-race party. Second, Jim Toups, who has been appearing in these pages quite regularly, added his praise as
Cruising Chairman. To quote “Bungee” Jim, “The weekend was absolutely beautiful, and everyone who
missed the party missed a lot.”
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In 1986 things got a touch squirrely with the Tropic Harbor Bash. It was, once again, pushed back in the calendar year, this time to November. The third coastal race was the Old Port Cove Invitational, an event that
will become annual. The after-race party was a magnificent event, dinner at the Old Port Cove Yacht Club.
The THB got pushed up against the holidays, not good. The ION for November tried to pump up interest by
announcing that the Tropic Harbor Bash “looks bigger and better.” “Bungee Jim,” returned to the Cruising
Chair, explained how the traditions worked. The Munson home served as the venue. There was no afteraction report in December, nor was there one in January. So, we come to 1987. The ION hyped the bash
again, but the November date probably doomed this grand outing. For that year was the last Tropic Harbor
Bash on record. The newsletter reported it to have been a success, but success did not save it. It never made
the 1988 calendar of events.
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Teller: Bob and Jack & Sharon Holland
The Holiday Boat Parades
It should be blatantly obvious to even the most casual observer of these stories
that the names Jack and Sharon keep popping up. There are numerous reasons
for this: Jack was a Commodore. Sharon was Club Historian for many years,
and she kept annual scrapbooks, referred to here as the “albums,” for the years
1978 until 2000. These books survive and are the source of many of the pictures that appear in these yarns. The Hollands joined the HISC in 1978 and are
Lifetime Members. As of this writing in 2019, they are still active in the Club.
But… The most telling reason that the Holland name comes up is that they
have done the most for our organization. As explained, there are four funcJack & Sharon Holland
tional areas of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club: Race, Cruise, Social, and Youth
Sailing. They have done it all. With that as an introduction, and to us as active members in the second decade
of the 21st century, the Hollands need no introduction, let’s discuss one of their hallmark activities.
In December of every year, many of the communities bordering the Intracoastal sponsor boat parades. The
Pompano Beach Holiday Boat Parade began as a Christmas tradition in 1963, making it the oldest such event
in the nation. Back in ’62, it was not a parade at all. The tradition began when Russ Clayton, a Pompano
Beach resident, and fisherman, put three Santa Clauses on his boat, hooked up a spotlight and an amplified stereo system, and took to the Intracoastal and adjacent canals spreading greetings along the shore. The next year
about ten boats joined him, and thus a parade was formed.
In addition to Pompano Beach, Club members also enter Winterfest in Ft. Lauderdale and the Boca Raton Holiday Boat Parade. What follows is a composite composed of elements from all three festivals afloat. Now the
Hollands were not the first HISC members to enter one of these events. That honor belonged to Ed Dettling,
who won the Pompano Beach parade for the HISC with his Hinckley 49, Renegade. The boat had two strings
of white lights in the form of a cross.
However, the March of the Toy Soldiers theme on the Holland’s Columbia 34, Mooncusser, had become an
icon of Christmas in South Florida for 32 years beginning in 1978. Often, they entered all three of the boat
parades. They always did the same thing every year with some slight variations. The décor just started simply
with Santa Claus. Another year they had the high school band. Then they added three toy soldiers. Sharon became very concerned that they were throwing
around rifles, and the boat had generator-powered electric lights. After that,
we just said, “let’s go with soldiers.”
The soldier theme was a real success story from several points of view, none
the least of which is high value. Determined not to spend a fortune on this outing, and many boat owners do, Sharon insisted that they do as much of the decoration themselves. She bought what she could from the Salvation Army.
Then it was cutting, sewing, and gluing the costume. With the addition of ribbons, household items, pins, and needles, the soldiers became “dressed.” Jack
bought a small generator to power the lights, props, and Christmas decorations.
In a well-written article for the Inlet/Outlet, Layna Fischer discussed the showmanship, which brought the production to life. It was the Boca parade in 1997
in which Layna took on the role of one of the soldiers. Here is her first-person

S/V Mooncusser
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impression:

Sharon lined us up against the starboard rail. At her command, I stood at attention, arms at my side, and back
up straight. She demonstrated the routine we were to follow: “Atten-shun! Left turn. Right turn. Left turn.
Right turn. Salute. 1-2-3-4. Wave. 1-2-3-4. Then a shot will ring out. And, then, you fall down. Got it?”
OK, “Now practice.”
So, we got down to executing what we had learned. It
seemed simple enough, but we soon discovered that we
turned every which way but the right way! “No. No. Right
turn. Right turn! Don’t lift your hand to salute until you
hear the last syllable of the word salute.” Sharon took her
place at the end of the column. Linda Bullock, standing next
to me, assumed command as the Drill Sargent Major. Now
Linda, being an old hand at this from many years of being in
the Mooncusser line, knew the drill well. We did it again
and again. The more we repeated the routine, the more we
got the synchronization to work as designed. Linda barked
the commands. We followed the plan. At first, the salutes
Toy Soldiers in 1985
were a tad ragged, but the more we practiced, the better it
got. After many runs, we all believed that a platoon of Marines could not have done better!
At this point, our drill looked pretty good. However, we had yet to fall. Did I tell you there would be cannon
fire? “No battle plan survives first contact with the enemy.” And so it was with us. In command of our artillery was gunner Newell Eisele. At first, things went pretty well. Newell fired off a practice round, and we dutifully fell to the deck. No problem. Now it was showtime. The parade of boats had begun. It was now that I
began to see that falling down, unlike the other elements of the routine, was a matter of personal art. Some fell
this way and others that way. Dick Allison sagged to his knees, and then he let gravity take him the rest of the
way down. He ended up on his right side with his left arm and leg waving in the air.
Next to Dick, Dave Gottschall thudded onto the forward hatch with a groan.
It turned out that it was part of Dave’s personal style such that he teamed up
with Dick so that after the fall, they ended up facing each other with flailing
legs. No matter how many times they did it, they were a team. Dave always
ended the drop with his signature groan.
Watching Linda next to me, it was clear she was a veteran “deck kisser.” In
the limited space we shared next to the generator, she hit the deck quickly
and with grace. Almost at once, she bounded up swiftly in time to command
“Atten-shun.” The bounce was before most of the rest of us soldiers had
completely re-gathered our wits and our bones.
On my other side, Barbara Danzi had to contend with falling under the boom
and yet not hitting the generator. She managed this feat delicately and
cheerfully, even kicking her legs happily in the air. We were both grateful
to have the shrouds in front of us to grab for the uphaul. Continuing down
the line were Pat Borman and Sharon. In a former life, Pat was an aerobics
instructor; it was child’s play for her. When skipper Jack suggested (not
very often I might add) that we take a break, Pat voiced her concern: “But,
there are little children over there,” she’d say, waving in the darkness.
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Future Soldiers
Holland Grandchildren
Brittany, Lyndsey, & Nicholas

“Let’s do it again… Atten-shun!” Situated, as she was right by the companionway, Sharon did not have any
place to fall. Thus, her job was to sit gently on the cabin top.
Way back at the helm, Jack piloted serenely, peering calmly
through the cannon smoke and tangle of bodies, arms, and legs.
He was very aware of the locations of parade watchers, such
that he navigated a zigzag course. Mooncusser wended its way
to be closer to whatever shore had a higher concentration of
spectators. During one of Jack’s philanthropic zags, we were
rising to our feet when the battle plan came to an abrupt halt.
We had run aground. We were all standing on the starboard
side, and we found ourselves listing to that side. In situations
like this, everybody becomes an immediate expert. The thing
is, everyone’s advice is different. The “advice” from someone
Sea Tow saves the day
on shore was that our crew should move to the port side. Jack
was polite enough to shout back, explaining that we would only
dig ourselves deeper into the Intracoastal mud. As video cameras rolled, Jack commanded us to hang off the
starboard shrouds while he shifted the vessel into reverse and turned the wheel back and forth to wiggle free.
To no avail, we were stuck fast, and the tide was going out. What we needed was a tow.
To mix our metaphors a bit, it was just at that moment that the cavalry came charging on the scene in the form
of Sea Tow. While it was a tad embarrassing, they hauled us backward, and we were free and clear of the low
water. In the true spirit of the holiday, they wished us a Merry Christmas as they retrieved their line and went
about their way without a towing charge. The crowd on the bank whistled, clapped, and cheered. “This one’s
for you,” we called to Sea Tow and snapped into our routine. It was our first completely flawless performance.
By the time we reached the judges’ tent, we had our performance on a par with the Radio City Rockettes. Linda increased the pace as we approached. “Atten-shun! Left turn. Right turn. Left turn. Right turn. Salute. 1
-2-3-4. Wave. 1-2-3-4. Boom! Fall…” “Atten-shun! Left turn. Right turn. Left turn. Right turn. Salute.
1-2-3-4. Wave. 1-2-3-4. Boom! Fall. I watched the sweat flowing freely down Newell’s face as he left the
line, dropped down to queue the artillery, and fire off the cannon BOOM. BOOM! Fall… BOOM! Fall…
BOOM! Fall… Repeatedly, we bounced up, saluted, and dropped in coordinated confusion like the top toy
soldiers we were.
Safely out of the judges’ range, we reached for our water bottles while gasping for air. It was well worth the
effort. Mooncusser won the “Most Beautiful Sailboat” award and a color photo in the Sunday Sun Sentinel.
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Teller: Don Hightower
Bahamas Behind Us
Please turn the clock back to 1988, and our fun days in the Bahamas were about to come to a screeching halt
once we hit the docks at Hillsboro Inlet. I had one last go controlling Finesse, our Hunter 34, among a flurry
of anchored boats. Understand, we were far from “newbies.” We had made the cruise to the Islands every
year for the past six. Early in our voyages to the tropical paradise just to our east, we braved the Atlantic in
our 22-foot Morgan, Dirk.

Never enough sun block

We were on our way home from Green Turtle. I was a little sad because Green
Turtle is one of the most fun areas of these islands. It was the racing capital of
the Bahamas. It had the best facilities for eating and drinking as well as being
stashed back at the end of the interior waters of the island. At the dock there,
years before, I had asked a skipper of a double-decker powerboat, “how much
fuel did you use to get here.” His answer of 66 gallons made me proud enough
to brag about my 12 gallons. Also, close to this very dock years before, our
fearless band of HISC members and a few others had dinghied over and tied up
to the edge of the dock. Hours later, feeling the effects of a few Green Turtle
Smashes, we discovered the tide had our dinghies now locked in under the
dock! LOL, it seems that Green Turtle always has something different to fill
your memories.

We left Turtle early and a great sail to the west was had by taking advantage of some very favorable winds.
We rounded the horn and headed in a more southerly direction to Sale Cay. Now home was almost on the
horizon. This is where I never did like the idea of sailing without some advanced instruments because they
would tell me exactly where Veteran’s Rock is! Finesse drew 5½ feet. The chart, as I remember, was warning
about this pointed rock that could ruin your whole day. It was but a speck on the chart. This was not good for
any draft of boat. I gave it plenty of room and picked the end of Sale to round. We then proceeded to join the
group of three or four Hillsboro skippers, and several other boats, at anchor. I always enjoyed controlling Finesse among a flurry of anchored boats. It was our chance to prance my machine and talk to other skippers. I
had plenty of time to rig the anchor on the bow with a pin holder. That way, I could just yank the cord when I
got to the right spot and drop the anchor. The chain and line were neatly arranged on the foredeck so that it
had clean passage without hanging up. I thought it was fun to furl the jib, slowly glide into my location, and
give the anchor pin cord a yank. Without being
forward at all, you were held until you could
make your way there, non- nonchalantly, of
course, LOL. [Editor’s note for my readers in the
future: In the late 20-teens, LOL meant Laughing Out Loud.] This all worked smoothly in light
air, which we had.
After an evening round of unusually short conversations, we bid adieu to our fellow sailors.
Most of them felt sad about going home, and I
was very unhappy as this was the last leg of our
trip. We partook of the last good breakfast
afloat, when I got the usual warning: “let’s get
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Finesse rafting up

going. The rest of them are leaving.” You can imagine my thoughts, having a
little aggravation, because this last breakfast seemed so good. The cook had
made an abundance of goodies using some of the last leftovers. As you know,
I put great stock in a slow, leisurely, breakfast before all that physical stuff.
Really, I didn’t care much as we had the whole day to cross the bank. By the
time I got motoring away from the anchorage, the whole group was disappearing. They were all motoring in the very light air, bare masted. Underway, we
were finally on a beam reach with no mainsail. With a slight increase of wind,
I put the spinnaker pole from the mast to the clew of the big headsail. I adjusted the sheet to make a huge round draft. It was drawing on every inch of sail
area. I cut the “iron horse.” Finesse with a slick bottom and folding prop, and
we quietly overtook the fleet, one by one. All this was done without the main
even being set. Binnie, as usual, continues to read her book. As we passed
each motoring boat, with no sound, I held up my hands as if to say, “don’t
know what’s going on.”

Day’s end
Missing Finesse now is a daily thing, and I would have never sold her if we
had not moved so far away to South Carolina. She was everything that I could have hoped for in a sailboat,
and you can’t imagine how much I regret losing that “prancing stallion” with all of the experiences and races
we had won together on this coast. Tears don’t help…
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Teller: Bob et. al.
The Infamous Doufuss
No history of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club would be complete without recording, for all time, the tale of the
“Doufuss Award.” Everything about this award is screwed up, including the spelling! The most popular rendering, but far from the only one, is “doofus.” Since this is a history of the HISC, and since it is in keeping
with the theme of this yarn, we will retain our particular spelling. The mists of time obscure the origins of
doufuss regardless of spelling. It began to emerge from the fog during World War I. According to the Oxford
English Dictionary (OED), the sine qua non (while we are throwing around fancy terms) of the English language, doofus means doofus Origin uncertain: perhaps an alteration of goofus n. Perhaps compare German
doof stupid, dopey. So, we will bid farewell to this spelling and delve into the HISC meaning of Doufuss.

The parents of the Doufuss Award were Cruise Chairs Jane and Gordon
Groves. The Doufuss was born at the April 1989 General Meeting. It
is best if you read about the event from the pages, actually “page,” of
the Inlet/Outlet. These are mostly Jane’s own words:
At last night’s regular (irregular?) monthly meeting, members, guests,
and friends listened in amazed shock and horror as Cruise Committee
Co-Chair Jane Groves announced the inauguration of a new Hillsboro
Inlet Sailing Club award. The dreaded Doufuss Award will, from this
time on, be presented each month to the sailor, who in the estimation of
the membership does the dumbest, the utterly stupidest, doltish, idiotic
thing while participating in some kind of boating event, whether that
event is club-sponsored or not.
The Doufuss is the first new award available to HISC members in several years. Here is how you earn this dubious award. Members who
observe a fellow member in the act of sheer dumbness, bumpkin-like
clumsiness, or just utterly screwing up, will announce the nature of the
Doufuss Award
alleged dumbness and the perpetrator thereof at the next regular meeting. The members present will judge the entries and vote for their candidate. The award will go to whichever
idiot the membership deems, by raucous voice vote and a show of hands, to be the stupidest sailor of whom
they have ever heard.
The Doufuss is a golden opportunity for crew members to get revenge on the cruel skipper who shouted at you
during the last race or the doltish crew member who lost precious minutes by letting your jib sheet fly. Turn
the rascal in and let us all share in your glee!
Any sailing event, club-sponsored or not, organized or not, shall be considered. The observant reader will note
the page 4 continuation message at the bottom of the article. In total keeping with the subject of this yarn,
page 4 was missing from the copy of the Inlet/Outlet I have in my hand! Such irony must not be passed over
lightly.
Six issues of our justly famous news outlet reported on the winners and the events which led to their selection.
There may have been nominations announced on the missing page 4; however, we will never know. The first
recipient was Pat Brian, who will become Commodore in 1992. It is unknown if his rise to the office had anything to do with winning this dubious award. Anyway, sailor, Brian was Race Chair during the spring of 1989.
The cruising event to Old Port Cove became part of the Buck Carlisle. The race that had about 25 entrants
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ended on a downwind run with spinnakers flying. Pat was in control of
his Kelt 28, Chateau Lafite. Close to the finish line, the boat lost both
ends of the spinnaker. As he headed up the colorful chute streamed
back from the masthead as if to advertise his entry for the Doufuss.
Now Chairman Brian was not the only nominee that month, far from it.
Pete Anderson was undoubtedly in the running by walking right into the
ladies’ room at the prim and proper Old Port Cove Yacht Club. Gordon
Groves almost won it by misspelling our club’s name on the Doufuss
Award plaque. As you will read below, Gordon hit it big time a few
months later and took the Doufuss fair and square. But the inaugural
Doufuss belonged to Pat for outstanding spinnaker work during a race.
I do not know what it is about the Commodores winning the Doufuss
Chateau Lafite
Awards, but Stan Greenblath won it in June and Gary Du Fours in July.
Stan copped the prize for running aground. Not only did he hit bottom on his way home from the race, but he
did it before that while in the race. Gary stands alone for winning the Doufuss in July and keeping same for
activities above-and-beyond in the following month. Having said that, Gary retained the prize, and there is
scant documented evidence of either sin of omission or commission. In the August 1989 edition of the Inlet/
Outlet, the headline read “Mysterious Submarine Torpedoes Smoke in Lake Sylvia.” The brief article went on
to say, “You should try to make it to Gary’s house to try to get the story straight, but there is something about
a submarine trying to follow Gary into Lake Sylvia for one of the raft-ups. You know, of course, that if you
ask the Doufuss winner how he won it, he has to give you the full story!” Winning the next month was a bit of
Doufuss rules technicalities. An unwritten rule (aren’t they all unwritten?) states that if the recipient of the
dreaded, besmirched old sea captain trophy, fails to relinquish it at the end of the monthly term, they shall automatically be awarded the unholy memento for another full month.
As noted above, Gordon Groves won the Doufuss in October. Here is how wife Jane reported it to the membership: Finally, an incident worthy of the award! Forget about running aground in the Inlet; that could happen to anyone. Hitting a lobster pot in a sea full of them is nothing. Occasionally a spinnaker accidentally flies. No big deal, really. Now, however, we have an occasion
to award the Doufuss Trophy to an individual performing a truly
“doufuss” act.
You can see it in your mind’s eye. Gordon is on the bow, handsome,
strong, and ready. Jane is on the helm, in control. She heads into the
breeze, and the boat slows. She commands him to let go of the anchor!
He does it! Down goes the anchor; out rattles the chain! Suddenly
nothing! Gordon stares where anchor and chain had entered the water.
Nothing but ripples! Where is the anchor line? Snatch open the foreGary & Chris Du Four
deck hatch to the anchor locker and there, coiled like a mocking viper is
the anchor rode, and for just the flash of an instant, its galvanized
shackle appears to take on a cruel grin!
Awareness breaks over him. He realizes, too late, that, the stupidity of all stupidities, he has forgotten to connect a line to the chain! And worst of all, Gordon realizes in that instant that he will be, beyond any shadow of
a doubt, the next recipient of the dreaded Doufuss Award. And he was.
The Doufuss Award was bestowed twice in 1990 and then slipped into a blissful retirement. The winner of the
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January prize was a blue-water sailor, experienced commercial pilot, and navigator par excellence Dick Long.
It seems this paragon of precision navigation ran into a channel marker in the New River. The final presentation of the Doufuss was in April of 1990. The story was written by John Snyder, editor, as Jane Groves was
no longer Cruise Co-Chair.
It was destiny! There was no way under God’s blue sky that this event
could not have happened. The Book of Revelations hints at it vaguely.
In 1787, Nostradamus chronicled it in every detail, and in the Year of
Our Lord 1990, it came to pass. The event began innocently enough.
Three happy-go-lucky HISC sailors were off to clean their boat bottoms
in anticipation of the offshore race the following day. To the little cove
just outside the inlet bridge sailed Finesse, Heartbeat, and Elissa. All
was well.

Then up jumped the Devil! Demon Rum, in this instance two bottles of
vodka, appeared, as if by magic. Some mix emerged from the depths of
Heartbeat, leftover from—can you believe this? — last July’s cruise to
the Islands. Vodka cocktails disappeared down the parched gullets of
our three skippers, and the rest is history!
No need to chronicle here the sordid events that followed. Let us instead just point out the little incidents which led to the disastrous results.
a) Hightower, Mealey, and Cotton consumed the two bottles of vodka.
b) They decided to move Finesse.
c) They decided to move Finesse by towing it.
d) With nobody aboard!
e) They lashed Finesse to Elissa with a single line.
f) They allowed John Cotton to tie the knot.

Heartbeat

The rest is history. Elissa took Finesse in tow, with nobody aboard. The John Cotton knot parted, and Finesse
became the Flying Dutchman of South Florida waters.
Finesse struck a course for a wooden pier jutting into the cove; sundry tourists sunning themselves and fishing
therefrom scattered in terror as the Ghost Ship bore down. Forty-some wooden planks flew splintered from
this pier, and the brief but historic voyage of Finesse, done! Stunned tourists, fishermen boaters, sailors in the
cove, jet-skiers, sail-boarders, walkers, joggers, bicyclists on the bridge, and three vodka-ﬁlled sailors gaped in
disbelief.
Those who do believe this astonishing tale are the collected members of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club, who,
by unanimous acclaim at the regular monthly meeting, awarded the dreaded Doufuss to Don Hightower. An
amended unanimous vote dictates that the award shall be shared equally by all three culprits: Don Hightower,
Vern Mealey, and John Cotton.
Once this tale was told, I passed the copy around to my dedicated group of “memory keepers.” Don Hightower, upon whom I can always count on for help, sent me, in the words of the late Paul Harvey, “the rest of the
story.”
Vernon and I decided we would go back the next day and repair the broken planks. Finesse had neatly hit the
dock right in the center of the end of the pier, fortunately. The splintering boards, one by one, quickly brought
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Finesse to a gentle stop without doing any harm to the hull. Had it missed the dock, there would have been
nothing but coral rock to stop her. Finesse and I lucked out. But I was furious with John for tying such a stupid fashion of a knot when its importance was paramount.
Then the bad news: The next day, Vernon was standing in my dinghy below deck level, running a skill saw at
about his shoulder level, cutting the remaining pieces of the deck by moving the saw upward toward me,
standing above. The saw jammed a few times, so I attempted to move things over a little to clear the blade.
Sweat was in my eyes, and I didn’t have my glasses on. I pushed what I thought was the edge of a board, but
it was the running saw blade. Blood went everywhere, and Vernon, standing in a dinghy with 110 volts in his
hand, was about to pass out. The blade went right thru the center of my thumbnail. I carefully retrieved the
saw from him before we had a real disaster. Vernon was feeling faint, had to stop a couple of times by the side
of the road en route to the hospital.
I remember the feeling of helplessness as Finesse said, “I’m gettin out of here” and was headed away from me
towards the coral wall and docks. But the vodka drinks were superb. One thing John was excellent at: mixing
drinks!
So, what happened to the Doufuss? Well, I really can’t say. Like old soldiers, it just seemed to fade away. It
was last seen in print, a year later, in a picture with Cookie Carlisle holding the damned thing before vanishing
from sight.
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Teller: Bob
The Art of the HISC
History always has its artistic flare; this history has more than its share. My creative inspiration is Clio, the
muse of history. This segment is a repository for short vignettes that did not rate a stand-alone tale, but needed
expression. Beginning with painting, we will explore music, poetry, dance, and photography in turn.
From the time Pat Anderson and her husband Pete joined our club, she demonstrated her artistic flare. Her
paintings have adorned HISC posters, T-shirts, Christmas ornaments, and publications. What started as a
straightforward travelogue, My Own Cruising Journal, became a vehicle for illustrations, fine art, a retail store,
and a springboard to promote her plein air painting lessons.

Yellow House, Courtesy of Pat Anderson, © Pat Anderson
Pat started, as most children do, “making art” as a young child. However, she never gave it up as most of us
do. At age ten, our budding professional artist would while away the hours doing drawings while car traveling
with parents from New York to Miami Beach. Every year, as an adult member of the HISC, Pat & Pete would
sail Pride, an Irwin 30, or later Barefoot Elegance, a Hardin 45, through the clear blue waters of the Bahamas.
Upon their return, there would always be a new “crop” of watercolors to display, print, or sell.
As you well know, the first thing I did when starting this project was to comb the pages of the Inlet/Outlet.
Thank you, Sharon Holland, for keeping those issues because, without them, this project would have been impossible. Imagine my surprise when I turned to page 10 of the May 1987 issue and discovered the HISC Rally
Song. If you can read music, sing along.
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Sam Deveron, who composed the words and music, invited the attendees to the June General Meeting that year to sing it, in public no
less. Breathless, I took up the next few issues where your reporter expected to read about how the sing-a-long went. Sadly, there was nothing to report. People who were in the club that year do not remember it
performed at any event. I never met the man, but from his picture, I
imagine him to be a wild and crazy guy.

Sam Deveron
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Many of the items in this tome are poems. They have a legitimate reason to stand alone in our history. With a
nod to the deity Calliope, the muse of poetry, I give you a general seafaring poem by Jane Groves.
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My homage to dance, and its muse, Terpsichore, is a bit of a stretch. Although there may have been, or now
are, members who dance professionally, I know of none. But I would indeed be remiss if I did not retell the
many times the membership danced like foolish sailors that we are. And while we recall the activity, we will
honor the live music that often gave the beat to our gyrations. Many different bands have provided the rhythm
that helped us out of our seats and on to the floor. We have had musicians at dinner/dances, after-race parties,
and even guitar playing denizen of the cockpit. A quick scan of the table of contents reveals these events with
real bands.
In the 2010s, a band called The Wiseguys provided plenty of
energy to animate the Holiday Party. This group was music
to the ears of those of us who could recall the founding year
because we danced to their play-list for real. As I have
mentioned before, the average age of the HISC is getting
younger. By the end of that decade, we were entertained by
bands with monikers like High Tolerance. That group entertained us at the 2019 Holiday Party Dinner/Dance held at
the Lighthouse Point Yacht Club. A small footnote: That
party was the last event we staged at the LPYC as they were
slated to demolish it in 2020, however they did not.
During the years of my membership, there have been some
outstanding dancers. Tom Garvey, it should be noted, takes
High Tolerance © High Tolerance
every opportunity to dance. Once he wears out his significant “other,” he will ask another girl to dance with him. Your scribe is no dancer, while Pat never misses a
chance. So, when Tom needs a partner, he often asks Pat, and she does not pass it up.

Dance in Abaco

There have been times over the past fifty years when dancing occurred in less
formal settings. After-race parties provide the first-rate stage to cut a rug, although there are rarely carpets on which to dance. Regatta Time In Abaco is
such a location where music, like the rum, flows freely. Steel bands provide
the beat, booze delivers the lubrication, and the dancers follow Terpsichore.
But you do not need to travel the many nautical miles to the Cheeseburger in
Paradise party in Green Turtle to dance to the rhythms of a band. Right here in
South Florida, you can hear the sounds of the Islands. The picture shows the
1986 Ladies’ Day after-race party at Pete & Pat Anderson’s famous pool-side
venue.

Sometimes, you don’t need a big band to dance. A simple guitar will do. During the 1980s, our redoubtable Bill Pettit was all that was required. Bill’s exploits, sprinkled liberally into these pages, were a legend in our club. Don’t
miss the tale A Matter of Character – The Bill Pettit Story. I never knew him,
but from the numerous snapshots that appear in Sharon’s albums, sailor Bill
must have taken his guitar everywhere. This picture came from August 1986.
So, we dance in the halls, we hop on the beach, there is practically nowhere
that, for us, is out of reach.

Bill Pettit
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I have no idea why the ancient Greeks did not have a muse of photography, but they did not. Today, there certainly is one. She is alive and well and hangs around every HISC event. In the early days of the HISC, Sharon
Holland took the pictures for the albums she carefully constructed. In recent times, I took many of the images
for my photo collections. The club has benefited from a professional photographer, Christeen Pozniak. Since
joining in 2011, she took thousands of great shots. It is her SmugMug site that is our home on the Internet for
all HISC photographs. At the annual Holiday Party, there is no time for Christeen to have a drink. You will
find her at the door, taking pictures of each member coming into the party. If there is a need for a record at a
General Meeting, there she is with one or two Canon DSLR cameras recording for the ages. And, as the image
below illustrates, she has spent a fair amount of time out on the water. She documents our races, social sails,
and the beauty of our watercraft.
Without images, this project would be lacking color, in all senses of the word. Before the Inlet/Outlet newsletter went 100% digital on the website, all photography in the ION was black and white. Now, if you actually
print that journal with ink on paper, you get living color too. Sometimes, just for variety, we like to “doctor”
our images. We did this pretty effect from a DSLR image and a healthy sprinkling of Photoshop.

Does this not express the art of the HISC?
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Teller: Don Hightower & Bob
That Perfect Bahamian Cruise
This story is a collaboration along two dimensions. First, and most apparent, it is a joint tale between Don
Hightower and me. You will notice that it is mostly Don’s voice, but I will interject myself, politely I trust,
into his scene from time to time. The second dimension is the collaboration of the senses. All five will play a
part, so you need to be on the lookout for the different interactions of sight, smell, taste, touch, and hearing.
Together we deliver this sailing feast by way of a cruise aboard Don’s Hunter 34, Finesse. The yarn tells the
tale as if it were a single voyage. The truth is a tad more complex; it is an amalgamation of many trips and experiences to those storied isles. We will have done our job if you can place yourself alongside Don and Binnie
and experience that perfect Bahamian cruise.

This afternoon was what I consider a sailor’s dream. A few cotton white, fair-weather clouds float on a dark
blue sky. The heavens above made the azure sea even more beautiful. It was a day when you could easily
overuse the word “perfect.” The day sported a “Goldilocks” wind, not too light or too heavy, but just right for
cruising. The constant gentle breeze we felt on our faces was not only cooling on this hot tropical day, but animated Finesse to do her best. Her hinged prop blades folded gently back like the ears of a greyhound on a
slow trot. It was as if she was waiting for the command, “run.” If the boat could speak, she would say, “trim
my sheets, adjust my traveler, and pay attention to the apparent wind indicator, and you will see what I can
do.” But, she need not speak because, in a real sense, she is a part of me.
Binnie commented that Aeolus must have a hand on our transom and is gently pushing us along. We have
raced many times with this genoa and mainsail united, but this time, we are competing with no one on this
peaceful day. We were not watching with a hawk’s eye for a wind shift. A perfect draft of the cloth was not
necessary. It seemed that ‘lady’ Finesse was on something similar to a lunch break and was beautifully gliding
along without any enhancing. Damn, I love her. It feels great having all of the wetted surfaces below the water level carefully smoothed out, and even the slightest interference with the water flow eliminated. Her hull is
so smooth it is like having another motor below.
Having this nice continuous breeze filling the headsail, we decided not to raise the main. The stark white
150% genoa is set optimally for this broad reach. It can handle a wide range of wind strengths and angles.
This sail set is easy to control, such that it makes us comfortable. From the top of the 52-foot mast to the deck
and splayed out along the rail, this sail began to move Finesse along. In races, we do much better on a reach,
screaming along with the help of the mainsail. Yes, there was a destination, but no, there was no need to hurry. The float-plan, which was only in our mind, was dinner at the famous Abaco Inn on Elbow Cay. Hunger
was beginning to catch up with us after such a beautiful afternoon. At the end of the day-sail, all sails secured,
we powered into Hope Town Harbor through a sea as flat as glass. Binnie and I became aware of the subtle
sounds and stares emanating from the other watercraft at anchor. We perceived approval from the waves and
smiles from others of the cruising community. Here in the Abacos, time moves to a gentle more personal,
beat. With their glasses held on high, boaters paid homage to that old calypso line, “and the rum is good any
time of year.”
What a scene meets the eye. This magnificent anchorage, full of happy skippers, dominated by the justly famous candy-striped lighthouse came into view. Feel the air, the temperature, the loose and free feeling like
you can leave here at any minute, and discover the next islands to reach right over these trees. I love it. Owning Finesse stirs my feelings and rattles my excitement to no end, especially when you have to sneak all 34
feet of her in a tight place like this, having a limited arc of swing without becoming a neighborhood nuisance –
or worse.
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After we radioed into the Abaco Inn and secured our reservations for the next evening, we anchored. Now,
here we are, snuggled up for the night, listening to the soft sounds of multiple hulls seemingly whispering to
each other. They are like a bunch of old women with almost constant evening jabber. You’ll notice they never quit. Sometimes I could swear I understood about what they were gossiping or complaining. Probably,
some of them are cranky about how tired they are after today’s thankless chores. The evening hull talk finally
diminished to almost quiet and unmistakably the most peaceful, gentle rocking that you can only get while
floating even in an energy-charged hull like Finesses’.

Elbow Cay, Bahamas

Standing in the cockpit, a slight, unmistakable smell of something good cooking lingers in the air over the water. It reminds me of why we are here, and it’s
working. We have been to Hope Town before and love the Abaco Inn. As
they themselves advertise, “We have a reputation throughout the Abacos as
one of the finest dining experiences in the Out Islands.” Perched on the ridge
that forms the backbone of this long, narrow island, this establishment has an
excellent reputation, not only in the Bahamas but in the Americas and even in
Europe. Take a look at the map of Elbow Cay. The Inn is halfway down the
island, and you have to leave your boat up at the north end near the bay. You
ride in their van down an unbelievably rough road that is full of potholes and
scary edges. Getting in, I had that almost indistinguishable feeling that you get
when you have just stepped onto a ride at the carnival – and you don’t know
whether to trust it or not. All that and you get a driver that wants to impress
you on how much faster he can make it than he did the last time. In finally
getting there, I was feeling a little concerned about the return trip – if we get
the same driver.

The Inn is a perfect picture, a quaint wooden square building
with a large outside deck on one side with plenty of tables. This
place is here for an obvious purpose – feeding many happy,
talking, and laughing people. It seems like wood can hold a bit
of the history of past moments, even sounds. I actually wore
the dinner jacket that I had packed. Now I have that comfortable feeling that you get after a quick shower, a glass of wine,
and some intimate conversation with a few familiar sailing buddies. Before we got seated for dinner on this roofless deck area,
I became aware of the faint smell of cooking and the slight indistinguishable murmur of talking at other tables with an occasional break of interrupting soft laughter. Even with this perfect
scene, I caught myself wondering if Finesse was alright.
In keeping with the theme of Don’s story, a sensuous memory
of time past, it is time to reflect on what this collection of fiberglass, metal, and sailcloth came to mean to him. Put a thumbtack on Hope Town and return with him to the day, years earlier, when he first came to own Finesse. When I acquired this
craft, even though I was happy and excited – I wasn’t aware of
what a massive part of my life it would be. I’ve been sailing
and racing for years, from surfboards to 46 footers. However,
owning a rig of this size, it was virgin territory. I’ll never forget
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S/V Finesse in home waters

how I felt, considering that I had only a one-time sailing experience on her with the seller to display her in
deep water, and now, she was mine for the first time. With a few friends, I was leaving the dock for real, with
my new “machine,” as I jokingly called her. Note well the transition from machine to lady Finesse.
I first picked her up at her original dock in Ft. Lauderdale. To me,
these were strange waters, a new pier, and I suspected that there wasn’t
much clearance below the rudder and keel. I started the diesel and,
with some trepidation, shifted into forward. The first thing I had to
watch out for was her draft of 5½ feet. The second would be negotiating all of the bridges and traffic between here, a location far into the
interior of Ft. Lauderdale’s New River, and home in Lighthouse Point.
Her position at this time, close to the dock, was in pretty shallow water.
This meant that there was maybe a foot below her keel, limiting my
horizontal turning area. I drew a breath of relief when I slowly and
Binnie & Don
carefully cleared the site and anything substantial below the surface of
these unfamiliar waters. I’m clear! Finally, after all of the negotiating and considering, I am responsible for
what happens now to my new sailing vessel. It’s a new kind of feeling, the start of the voyage in my mind
from an inanimate object to a lady. Finesse already had her name, and I wasn’t about to rename her. I thought
that name was perfect. It sounded like the method that I intended to use with her – together. Little did I know
at this time that later she would exceed all my expectations.
I learned quite a bit from my first hours at the helm. The hum of her powerplant assured me that she would
take care of me as long as I treated her well in return. I got another reassuring lesson from her as I approached
the first bridge on the New River. The throttle, barely cracked, produced low RPMs, yet she was knifing
through the water with excellent speed, perhaps too much. I had to keep looking aft to check if a powerboat
had gotten too close behind me, making it impossible for me to turn this 34 feet around if I needed to before I
got too close to the bridge. Putting her in reverse only means that you have to rev up to high RPMs to open
the blades of the folding prop and have any effect slowing the boat. I couldn’t believe how fast she was going
without any help. My first thought was, “If she does this with hardly any effort – she’s bound to be fast!” I
made a quick 180°, she turned on a dime, and I felt calm again with all the time that I needed.
Being fast when I picked her up is one thing. Keeping her fast involves a bit of “sweat equity.” Periodically,
we remove her from her natural habitat and place her “on the hard.” Here is my regimen. I carefully smooth
out everything below the waterline, applied anti-fouling paint, and sand the hull with wet/dry sandpaper, always horizontally in the direction of water flow, until the slightest paint drool or other imperfection vanishes.
I treated every little bump like it was my enemy, even in the
hard to reach parts of the folding prop, which folds into a bullet
shape for unobstructed water flow while underway. “Smooth
like a pool table” means speed! I knew from experience that
some people don’t think it makes much difference about a few
barnacles below the waterline. Still, for years I knew the real
importance of this in close racing, and I have applied it to every
boat that I have owned – even on every one of my one-meter
radio-controlled sailboat models!
It is time to pick up the Bahamas yarn once again. After dinner
at the Abaco Inn, we survived the van ride back to the harbor.
As we usually do, we moved our “home” closer to the middle
of the anchorage. As Binnie and I sat in the cockpit in the early

Harbor view with Elbow Reef Lighthouse
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evening, my mind kept replaying the events of the day and the history of this storied port.

You can see, feel, and read the history here. In the harbor, the past is right in front of you. Hope Town, literally the town of hope, may go back to Christopher Columbus. This famous anchorage is where yachts have
stopped for centuries, mostly to avoid approaching storms. Even Finesse has hooked her anchor tangs over the
monstrous chains that cross the bottom in both directions for good, dependable anchoring.
The candy-striped lighthouse is a surprising projection. You have to look again to believe that this sizeable
bright structure is real projecting above the hundreds of tiny native buildings and anchored boats. As you can
see in the picture, this landmark has many boats at her foot, as if to pay homage. Its construction in 1865 was
not looked upon as a good thing because it was going to warn mariners of the landmass, and the locals would
lose the value of wrecks that occurred on these islands quite frequently. Today the lighthouse is welcomed by
all, native and foreign. HISC members climb, at least once, the winding metal stairs to see the view from the
top. I remember one seven-year-old girl who got the fright of her young life when the door at the top opened
up onto the circular deck. You are hanging in space, and everything is down.
When I anchored Finesse here a few years ago, I thought I was lucky that my anchor didn’t hang up on the
substantial anchoring chains, making it necessary to dive and free it. In the harbor, you have a distinct feeling,
with all of the other many boats anchored around you, and that high and bright lighthouse in front of you, it’s a
rerun of a historical movie of a bygone day. It’s beautiful to be here, and people have been doing this for centuries. I’ve always thought that this anchorage was the perfect mariner’s meeting place. It is a conglomeration
of diverse personalities in an unbelievable array of boats that can often be surprising. If you are not in a hurry,
you can spend a lot of social time just moving around this bay, talking and visiting with skippers. If you think
about it, this location is the perfect mariners meeting place in these islands.
In the morning, I had an interesting talk with a nearby skipper and discovered that he had been in these islands
the year before when I was here. I refused the offered beer because it was too early, and I was getting pretty
anxious to get going – we had a lot of water to cross. [Editor’s note: a Heineken in the morning is what some
people call “Dutch Breakfast.”] After cranking the “Iron Jenny,” I ran it for just a few minutes until I was far
enough along in the channel. While a motor is necessary, we are here for the wind, so we unfurled the 150%
headsail. We were starting to heel slightly, and there were those faint, but familiar gurgling sounds that meant
you were really moving. With just the two of us, the large Genoa jib was a blessing, and it was enough to be
all that we would need for a while in this steady air.
The day was so perfect. We were, once again, graced with the same cotton white clouds over azure water. It
is a backdrop that expresses the precious gift of freedom, going anywhere we chose and as far as we wanted in
this vast expanse of water powered only by this gentle wind. It’s the song of centuries, and we are reliving
every minute of it. In her quiet contentment with her book, Binnie was snuggled into the cockpit cushions
making it seemingly all-encompassing – and that could distract my attention. But for now, comfort was the
order of the day. We had comfort with Finesse. Binnie had her favorite book, and I had all those lines that I
could play with, re-position, and trim. With miles to go yet, I was going to have fun, making our lady go fast.
My thoughts were: how can you beat this? And with a bump in wind speed, I opened the mainsail. What a
beautiful set! A little trimming and our sails were pulling perfectly.
And, just like that, we were off to our next port of call. On a long leg, you can get a few things done while
watching the string of islands glide by to our south. I should have paid more attention; they were moving
slowly now! Something was not quite right. As you remember, we have a two-bladed folding prop. When
you need it to fold flat for racing, or just plain faster sailing, you have to set the shaft so that the blades are horizontal and opposite from each other. Then they drift together in a bullet shape under speed. Something needed adjustment. I asked Binnie to hold the wheel while I went below to set the shaft. We began to increase our
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speed over the bottom, and I fell into that “racing” groove again. It always happens – but it is a passion for
me. Bin has said I would race a seagull if I had a chance. Our destination across the bay was miles away; we
were cruising again.
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Teller: Bob, Jack Holland, Joey Tosta, Mary & Hal Steward, and Suzi & Carl Wehe
Love and Marriage
Before this yarn gets underway, my readers in the future should know that the title came from a song performed by Frank Sinatra in 1955. There have been many marriages between HISC members over the years.
Four of them stand out, and this is their story. What makes this quartet worth repetition is that all eight were
club members. The wedding was open to all of our members. And, here is the kicker, the four ceremonies
took place on the deck of sailboats.
In 1978 Bill & Jane Pettit wed. That story, what little I found, appears in this tome under the title A Matter of
Character – The Bill Pettit Story. It will not reappear here. Gary & Chris Du Four tied the knot on October 9,
1982. Hal & Mary Steward proclaimed their vows on January 12, 2005, in the cockpit of Meantime during a
race. Carl & Suzi Wehe wed in 2006.
Like the unrepeated Pettit tale, the Du Four event did not appear in detail in written form. The Inlet/Outlet of
late 1982 was dumb. Therefore, we are fortunate indeed to have Jack Holland’s razor-sharp memory and Sharon Holland’s album for 1982. In a recorded interview, Jack set the scene. He reminded us that the Columbus
Day Regatta, in those days, was a huge deal. Seven hundred boats participated; there would have been more,
but the committee wisely set that number to keep the event barely under control. There was a wide distribution of skill on display ranging from talented and experienced skippers to complete jerks on the waters of Biscayne Bay.
The wedding announcement reproduced here invited HISC
members to bear witness to the joining of Gary Du Four to Jane
Theisen. You will observe that the ceremony took place on the
bow of La Ciel at anchorage off of Elliott Key. Five boats rafted up while others of our fleet anchored nearby. Gary’s sloop
was small. The wedding party came complete with bridesmaids, groomsmen, fresh flowers, and a notary, Reggie Rilie, to
perform a civil wedding. All of the female preparations took
place in the cabin of this 27-foot sailboat. So, we have the
packing of the bride and her attendants below. Did I tell you
the temperature that day was over 90°?

Du Four Theisen announcement

While all of the above happened, a large catamaran fouled the
raft’s large anchor. Chaos ensued! The groom, standing in the
cockpit dressed in a warm blazer, began to feel the heat. The
social heat went up, too, with choice words exchanged. Jack
Holland separated the cat from the raft-up, the women emerged
from the cabin, and Gary found his way to the bow. Notary
Reggie did his thing, so, as the bard said, “all’s well that ends
well.” But it was not the end.

Gary and the crew had been consuming adult beverages during
the preparations. As the service drew to a close, many boats passed. Not all of them were club members.
Everyone wished the bride and groom good luck. More toasts consumed; no pain felt. About this time, Gary
wanted to lie down. “No, no, you cannot do that! You have to cut the cake.” Gary powered through that, and
he even managed to choke down a piece of it. Tom Loesel came by in a small skiff and distributed cake to the
surrounding boats. In the course of cake distribution, Tom found himself close to a bigger boat. A large wave
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pitched the skiff up, and Tom’s head found itself between the gunwale
of the skiff and sailboat. The impact found him in need of a dentist
right away. Tom was rushed, at high speed, to shore, and a dentist
friend of his came in on the weekend to save his teeth. The dentist salvaged his teeth, Gary got married, and HISC members had a good time.
Now, at last, it ended well.
The Hal Steward, Mary Field wedding was also a race day affair; however, the wedding took place during the race! A few weeks before the
race, the couple took out a marriage license. With plenty of forethought, the wedding party was crew on Meantime, a Tartan 33 owned
by Tim & Maureen Leonard. The day dawned with perfect weather for
the start of the 30th annual Ft. Lauderdale to Key West Race, a glorious
setting for an outdoor wedding. At 1:00 PM on January 12, 2005, the
starting gun fired, and the fleet of 42 boats was off. Wind from the east
at 18 knots promised a quick 160-mile run to the finish line offshore
near “Mile 0.”
At 2:15 PM, skipper Tim announced it was time. “We have four couples on the boat. The men are all 60, except for the groom, and the
Gary & Chris after the ceremony
women are in their 50s. We all have been sailing together for years and
years and years.” The other two couples were Jamie & Cindy Cowan and Jim & Barbara Wallace. These
eight had all raced together, so the venue was fitting. Hal and Mary had met during this race while sailing
Contrails, Jim’s sailboat.
Notary Public, Cindy, performed the 15-minute ceremony. Once the race was underway, and Meantime was
sailing on a reach, like she was on rails, some of the company of sailors changed clothes. Mary had on a satin
and lace outfit, fitting for both sailing and a wedding. The crew had tuxedo long sleeve T-shirts. The men had
black and white orchid boutonnieres, and the girls had white with wrist corsages so they could have their hands
free to sail the race. Mary explained to me that she had a conference
call with her relatives during the ceremony. The old “brick,” a Nextel
phone famous back in the day, provided communications. Once the
knot was tied, with the boat doing many knots over the bottom, Mary
changed back into sailing togs and continued to race. The official wedding location on the marriage license is N 25° 56’ 20”, W 080° 04’
0.848”. The combination after-race party and wedding reception held
at Kelly’s Caribbean Bar, Grill, & Brewery was, as Hal was fond of
saying, a hoot. Meantime got a third-place trophy for the race.
Maureen had it engraved with Mary & Hal and the date. For a change
of venue, the newlyweds jetted off to Big Sky, Montana, for a skiing
Meantime wedding party
honeymoon.
Many people love jokes on April Fool’s Day, and some Club members thought the announcement that the
wedding of Carl Wehe to Suzi Mellis was just that, “April Fools.” However, on April 1, 2006, they stood on
the deck of their Catalina 36, Glory Daze, and plunged into blissful matrimony. If you know them, blissful
might not be the right modifier. The weather gods contributed a glorious day, sunlit with nary a cloud in the
sky. The HISC fleet assembled in Lake Boca. Glory Daze set the hook and ten boats rafted up.
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Once again, Cindy Cowan performed the ceremony. Allie Ardila, the
girl in the picture, held the rings, but in the excitement, one of them
fell. With grace and skill, Randy Tice lunged at the target and grabbed
the breakaway gold before it headed to Davy Jones’ Locker.
Except for the couple’s family, all of the attendees were HISC members. Colin & Judy Whittaker organized the reception and provided the
food, aboard their Hunter Passage 42, Sempre Amantes. The bride and
groom appeared with cases of Moët Champagne. There was song, and
there was dance. Carl took Suzi in his arms for the first dance, Rascal
Flatts’ version of Bless the Broken Road. It tells the story of hardship
and heartache along the broken road to true love as it says, “God
blessed the broken road that led me straight to you.” A little bit later,
Carl serenaded his bride with a country song by Confederate Railroad
called Trashy Women. You have to love the chorus:

Carl, Suzi, and Allie
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Yeah, and I like my women just a little on the trashy side.
When they wear their clothes too tight and their hair is dyed.
Too much lipstick and, ah, too much rouge
Gets me excited, leaves me feeling confused
And I like my women just a little on the trashy side.

Teller: Bob
How We Marked Our Important Milestones
Writing history may be a single point in time when a said artifact is finally “in the can,” however, telling a tale
that has 50 years means there have been many points of reflection. Our archives have recorded anniversary
celebrations both in print and in photographs. This yarn is all about “telling the yarn.” The Inlet/Outlet and
Sharon Holland’s albums provide a treasure trove of “grist” for this mill. There is so much material that this
story could go on for over one hundred pages. The merciful editor that I am, this chapter is kept under control.
Every year, during the first five years of our existence, the HISC noted that we had
reached another milestone. That being said, the year 1976 should have been special.
Dick Simmons was Commodore when the fête was probably announced to honor the
5th Anniversary of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. However, by 2019 no one, including Commodore Simmons, could remember if the event took place. Since we have
until 2021, maybe longer, we can update this document for posterity to correct the
record.
In the January 1981 issue of the Inlet/Outlet, editor Nip Batzer announced: “This year,
we are 10 years old. The Inlet/Outlet will have an article each month to review the
starting events of our club. Your editor finds the historical records most interesting –
and hopes you will too.” As you have already read in the birth story (don’t tell me
Editor Nip Batzer you skipped Genesis – the Founding of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club), and how Bill
Nederlanden was the “father” of the HISC. The editor used the January issue to explain the Corat Moran / Bill Nederlanden exchanges and the initial 40 sailors involved. Since labor and delivery took almost all of 1971, there is plenty to write about in each 1981 Inlet/Outlet issue. February explained
the steering committee and why the HISC was a sailing club rather than a yacht club. March reported why
they met at Harris Imperial House rather than Craig Hunting’s home.
In the April issue, they proclaimed that this was the “official” 10th Anniversary because it was in April 1971,
they announced the club to the world, or at least to our little part of the world, that the name was the Hillsboro
Inlet Sailing Club. They held the first cruise to No Name Harbor (AKA Hurricane Hole), but many boats
could not find the HISC boats because our Club did not yet have a burgee! They immediately launched a contest to design same. The May issue reminded members that back in 1971, the club held a dinner for the Charter Members. Everyone in the club that summer (156) was considered a Charter Member. In June, the editor
reminded her readers that a race of some 34 boats on June 20, 1971, had some rough weather. Even the Committee Boat had issues. They had a devil of a time getting the anchor up to reposition it for the finish. This
took so much time that it arrived at its position on the line just seconds before the first finisher.
The July issue, to celebrate the 10th, had three contributions. First, burgee designer Dorothy Jenvey unveiled
the blue and yellow pennant. It is the same one we fly today. Second, the name Inlet/Outlet, Phil Snoberger’s
idea, was selected for the newsletter. Finally, when asked to tell a story about a race, Bill Nederlanden began:
“Remember when…”
It was a race that began by being anchored on the starting line. All sails were in stops, and the crews were in
their cockpits waiting for the start flag to go up. Under normal circumstances, you can imagine all the crew’s
frantic movement to get the anchors up and the sails hoisted when the red flag is displayed — to be first across
the starting line. Well, this day was anything but normal. Shortly before the flag went up, the current began to
take the boats and move them up on their anchors, then over their anchors, and over the starting line much too
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early!!! Since most of the racers were anchored from the bow, and the crew was secure in the cockpit, unable
to get to the bow, you can imagine the words that wafted across the waters. Particularly when they began to
notice that one enterprising captain had anchored from the stern and was calmly taking up on the anchor rode
to remain in place, behind the starting line!
The September issue told of another racing story that explained there were no hard feelings from the Gulfstream Sailing Club from whence we came. They formed the Gulfstream/HISC invitational. It is a race that
continues into the third decade of the 21st century. These articles ended in the October issue by stating that the
first year of the HISC ended with an unopposed slate of officers for 1972. That was Phil Snoberger, Commodore – Ollie Jackson, Vice Commodore – Ed Dettling, Rear Commodore – Lois Nugent, Secretary – Jose Villanueva, Treasurer, and Directors Ken Buzard, Dick Munsterman, Mary Lou Hinkley, and John Crowe. Note
that the Past Commodore’s position did not exist, so Bill Nederlanden became a Director.
The 20th in 1991 was a quiet affair. There was no mention of it in the Inlet/
Outlet that year, but the Change of Command dinner/dance had a banner on display. Here is a picture of Commodore Stan and Sandra Milam showing it in the
background.
On the other hand, the 25th Anniversary was a huge deal. Editor’s note: As you
know, I am preparing these stories for the 50th Anniversary. They might even
be in book form. Never the less, I can assure you, my readers, that the party in
2021 will be a party of titanic proportions. If you are reading this story in 2071,
you already know how big it was! Back to 1996. Commodore Pete Gustafson
and the Social Committee planned and executed an extravaganza to remember.
Mary Wells and her team of able-bodied hands, decorated the room with the
Change of Command lighthouses on the tables. Live music added to the festive
mood.
The invitation flyer began as follows:
Stan & Sandra Milam

In the beginning, there was no club. The Charter Members drew their boats into a raft and said, “Let there be Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club.” And it was good, but something was missing.
The Charter Members lifted up their votes and said, “Let one be singled out to guide us.” And came forth Bill
Nederlanden to lead them into the promised fun of racing, cruising, and other pursuits.
And so, they gathered at the Lighthouse Point Yacht Club for dining, dancing, and spinning the yarn. As was
custom over the years, Master of Ceremonies, John Tucker, started things off by reading the Nederlanden letter, a recalling of the genesis story. Letters of congratulations came in from Gary Jobson and Buddy Melges.
Current Commodore Gustafson bestowed on Commodore Nederlanden the first “Honored Commodore – Lifetime Member” status. From that time onwards, every time a past Commodore reaches the 25th Anniversary of
their installation, they get this honor and no longer have to pay dues as long as they, and their spouse, live. A
few days after the fete, Commodore Gustafson received the following letter:
Dear Pete,
Betty and I would like to thank you and all the members for the honor bestowed on us at the 25th anniversary
celebration.
Back in 1971, it didn’t seem that we were doing anything of any real importance. How could we have known
that this wonderful club would bring so much pleasure to so many people? But remember, many people
played important roles in the development of this club — literally every member.
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I was fortunate and had the very special privilege of being the lucky one to bring it all together. As you know,
the club has been the central focus of our lives.
Pete, you’ll remember another 25th anniversary the club members helped Betty and I celebrate. It was June 16,
1975, and 45 members joined us at the Bluff House at Green Turtle Cay. It was great. That’s HISC.
It was wonderful to see so many old friends who have been absent lately. It’s also good to know that some of
you who were here for the 25th will be around to celebrate the 50th. We’ll be with you all the way.
Betty & Bill
That was so typical of Bill and Betty. As you will shortly read, they played a part in the 40th party that I had
the honor of organizing. However, before we reach that story, we need to hear from Judy Antweiler. She
wrote a feature story in the June 2001 issue of the Inlet/Outlet about the 30th Anniversary. That year her husband John was Commodore. There was no formal party for this milestone, so Judy’s article will have to do. I
have left parts out because they represent the genesis story told and repeated many times in this collection.
As we celebrate the 30th Anniversary of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club, it is
interesting to reflect upon our beginnings. I recently had the pleasure of talking to Betty Nederlanden, who related tales about the early years of the HISC.
We had some good laughs about some of the things that went on. I hope you
will also enjoy hearing about the formative years of the HISC.
At this point, Judy explains that the racers from Hillsboro Inlet could never get
to the Gulfstream Sailing Club’s after-race parties. And so, they formed the
HISC, as all of you, my readers, know by now.
Our early members were quite active racers. There were 26 boats in the inaugural race in May 1971. At first, the starts used a race committee boat. Betty
Nederlanden and Mary Lou Hinkley performed the honors. To announce the
countdown, they hoisted clothes baskets of various colors up the mast and shot
off a cannon to signal the race’s start. Inadvertently, the cannon sometimes
shot off at the wrong time because of an error in handling the gun’s lanyard.
And, sometimes, in moving the canon, it went off. They packed the powder
Judy Antweiler
themselves, so the committee boat often came away covered with black soot
from the powder. Using the cannon was very exciting. They once came very close to shooting a hole in one
of the race boat’s sails!
At that time, they were explicit about how the line had to be laid between the mark and the committee boat.
The boat would often drift after anchoring so that the line wasn’t as square as it should be. This meant they
would move the boat three or four times to reset the start. At times the Race Committee (RC) was close to not
being anchored at the beginning of the race due to moving to get the line right.
The RC boat once hit the bridge’s fixed part when returning to the inlet after the race. The Coast Guard Auxiliary would not come to their rescue because they were not in any danger. A local doctor, his teenage son, and
his daughter helped them. Unfortunately, they pulled them off the bridge minus the mast and lines. On another day, the committee boat was almost hit by racing boats at the start. This was extremely exciting. Picture
this scene: You see a fleet of racers bearing down on you. In one race, perhaps the couples’ race, a man had a
lovely girl with him. At the end of the race, he pulled the plug on her, and she dissolved because she was a
balloon .
Eventually, the club started using beach starts for racing. The Race Committee was on the beach by the Bare83

foot Mailman. Bill went to the surrounding condos and gave out
our racing schedule and a list of the boats. The condo women arranged their Sunday lunches around our races. Both condo owners and nearby restaurants loved watching our races. Everyone
would sit out on the deck, order drinks, and enjoy the day.
Of course, being HISC, there were after-race parties held in
someone’s backyard. They purchased large wax encased rounds
of cheese from Dunderbachs and served cheese, crackers, and salami.
Betty’s day at the beach

Cruising became part of the Club’s activities as time went by.
Seven boats went on a weekend cruise the first year to Hollywood
Beach. The Bahamas were next on the cruising list. Our HISC members always tried to go over as a group to
help one another if a problem arose. However, they almost always made a night crossing, so the kind of help
that could be given with the aid of flashlights was, naturally, nominal. Some sailors went with outboard motored boats on the crossing, some without bimini tops, and some without stoves (Del Rochester sailed the Bahamas every summer without a stove and ate canned beans). Most of our boats lacked refrigeration, and all of
them sailed without modern location devices.
Our HISC members depended on lighthouses, radio signals, and “dead reckoning.” However, they were grateful that they had plotting charts made up by Harold Maul, which coordinated the wind and the Gulfstream.
Upon arriving at West End, they would “steal” ice from the Jack Tar Hotel as the marina’s product was saltwater ice… very bad for the cocktail hour!
Our newsletter in the early years was a monthly bulletin. Betty typed it up on a sheet of paper, took it to Bill’s
office, and made copies. In that publication, someone mentioned that they had found a good antidote for mosquito bites - J & B straight up with no water! The blood drives started after one of our members needed blood,
and there was none available. The word went out to everyone to design a burgee and bring it to the June 1971
meeting. There was also a junior sailing program. It was started after the charter dinner when they learned
that the Lighthouse Point Yacht Club would let us use their eight Opti prams. Eventually, these prams became
ours.
The Charter Dinner was on June 3, 1971, at Harris Imperial House. And thus, HISC began.
We thank all of those who worked so diligently to set everything in motion. Also commended were those who
have contributed to improving our club and keeping all of our activities intact. It is incredible all that this club
does: racing, cruising, junior sailing, after-race parties, picnics, dinner/dances, blood drives, landlubber parties,
beer-can racing, general meetings, programs, and more. Thank you, Bill and Betty, and other founding members. We are still enjoying the fruits of your labors.
The only marking of the 35th was a brief note in the Inlet/Outlet. On the other hand, the 40th was a significant
event. Pat and I had joined the Club in October of 2009. The next year I was asked to be the Programs Chair.
Knowing that 2011 was a landmark milestone, I had already talked up the 40th as a noteworthy event. Just before Change of Command 2011, I discussed this with incoming Commodore Michael Duvall. We agreed that
the program for the September General Meeting would be the time to celebrate.
At this point, I had little knowledge of the history, and I was not alone. Newer members knew nothing of our
past—our website’s history area did not exist. So, I took this opportunity to do in microcosm what this history
project does in great detail. In the early 1970s, about the same time as the founding of our club, I was learning
my craft of management consulting from my mentor Harvey N. Shycon. Harvey learned it by working for
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Booz Allen Hamilton, Inc. and that was what he passed down to me. One of the nuggets of the trade is to give
a name to things that you are observing. Thus, the things that HISC does became the “four functional areas”
of the club (Race, Cruise, Social, and Youth Sailing). The famous four areas became the backbone for the
panel discussion that was the evening’s program.
Soon after Change of Command 2011, planning kicked into high gear. Sharon Holland’s scrapbooks provided
images shown projected as a loop on a screen throughout the evening. Many of the pictures you see in these
stories came from the 194 slide PowerPoint show. You, too, can view these on the club’s photo site. Four
panelists were selected: Bill Nederlanden, Cheryl Jalbert, Stan Greenblath, and Jack Holland. The theme for
the evening is the, now well established, Spinning the Yarn of the HISC. Bill was to lead off and tell his genesis story of the founding. Stan would recall racing. Cheryl would handle social. Finally, Jack would wrap
things up with cruising, youth sailing, and other topics as he saw appropriate. The title of Jack’s section was
Through the Years. That was the plan.

Hello from Bill

In early July, I wrote a Panel Guide. It was a detailed script and as you will learn, we
needed it. The panelists were all old so if the need arose, anyone who might substitute
could just pick up and read the guide. Even if the originals gave the talk, the paper
might serve as a prompting mechanism. This turned out to be an example of good
planning. By the time the September General Meeting rolled around, Bill was too infirmed to do anything beyond saying hello and welcoming the crowd. In his place, Betty Nederlanden retold the story of the founding. Pete Gustafson filled in for the hospital-bound Stan Greenblath and explained the early days of racing. Cheryl filled us in
on party-life in the early days, as good if not better than party-life today. Jack did his
bit and tied the whole thing together.

Although Bill and Betty needed no introduction, they got one anyway. Betty then took center stage and retold
the genesis story as has been explained in these tales. She next explained why we do not have a building even
though the founders considered one near the parking lot for Caps’ Place. She ended her segment with the
naming stories about the Club, Inlet/Outlet, and designing the burgee.
Next up was Pete to tell about the early days of racing. He detailed the committee boat and how it morphed
into the beach committee. He went over starting, laundry baskets, and the cannon. I had interviewed Stan
Greenblath over the summer. He told me about his Columbia 36, Downbeat, which he had transformed from a
cruising vessel to a lean, mean, racing machine. Pete expounded on this, Stan’s wife Mary, and racing the
boat. It was Mary who studied every book she could get her hands on about racing. Stan, as told by Pete, said:
“She then criticized everything I did until one day I said: ‘Why don’t you skipper the boat?’ She said she
would, and from that day on, she ran the show, and I was only crew.” Stan & Mary’s small condo overlooking
the ocean packed with silverware Mary had won over the years
looked like the HISC museum.
Cheryl and her husband, Paul, were founding members. She
explained that parties were the raison d'être for the club’s founding. After all, the racers could not get back to Gulfstream’s after-race parties, so they “rolled their own,” so to speak. Bill and
Betty’s home formed the venue for the first after-race parties.
They were simple wine and cheese affairs. Cheryl elaborated
that the first year the HISC held the Christmas (now the politically correct “Holiday”) Dinner/Dance. It became a regularly
scheduled event. She added that she “had not missed one in 40

At the 1981 picnic
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years.” As a final comment, she added: “To break up the Change of Command meeting, the club put on skits
and recited poetry. We did stuff like this for many years between the introduction of the new committees and
the dancing. We made a movie called ‘Twas the night before Ladies Day. Naturally, the old Christmas tale
was its basis. It was all fun. For example, Fix the Sheets showed folks using bedsheets. One of the best was
Basic White Slacks.” That poem is one of our tales in this collection.
Jack rounded out the evening with his collection of this ‘n that. He began with cruises, both short to places
like Lake Boca and long as in the Bahamas. Trips to the islands started with a night sail to West End. Then it
was all about ice, Bahamian bread, making a phone call back to the States, and how rubber ringed dishes
stayed on the tabletops, but the contents slid off in rough weather. He followed up those tales with one of the
Key West races where the Coast Guard stopped Janet Gillis Snoberger. They ignored the fact that she was racing, boarded the boat in hard-soled shoes, and questioned them about pot. Needless to say, she did not win the
race.

After the evening was over, several older members came up to me and thanked me for the program. They said
it brought tears to their eyes. With that in mind, I look forward to the evening in 2021 where we can all celebrate the 50th Anniversary of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club.

86

Teller: Bob et. al.
What’s in a Name?
Like several tales in this collection, this one has no temporal
component. Any decade could have found this story. I have chosen the 1980s for no particular reason other than it is not part of
the early stories I have placed in the 1970s. When I started to
write this tale, I asked the membership to tell me how they named
their boats. Therefore, there are many accounts from the 2010
decade. Our yarn begins with an Inlet/Outlet article written by
Tom Garvey in April of 1997. He titled his feature story: How
We Name Our Beloved Boats! I have made some alterations to
Tom’s to better fit this telling.
If you ask a boat owner where the name of his boat came from,
you usually get an interesting response or a romantic tale-telling
of the signiﬁcance of her (the boat) name. There is no mystique
about our Aloha; we just liked the sound of the word. But almost
every time we’re out with her, people always wave and say Aloha
or give us the “hang-loose” sign. That really makes us feel good.
Some boat names give you no reason to wonder. For example,
the Folkersen’s Windchild makes sense if you know Henry. Then
you’ll know that his blood flows 99% Viking and 1% Aquavit.
You know for certain Windchild has a definite ring of Viking mythology. And some boat names do give you cause to wonder.
Aloha
Take, for instance, Jim and Mary Cleary’s Sail Bad the Sinner. I
don’t get the significance. First of all, a boat that beautiful cannot SAIL BAD even though the beauty may
only be gelcoat deep. Jim Cleary can’t be a sinner. He looks just like my priest, who gave me my first communion down in Hialeah. [Editorial note from Bob. I will have more to say about Sail Bad the Sinner as you
continue to read below.]
Two common sailboat names are Second Wind and Between the Sheets. Thank God, neither boat names grace
our club’s roster. I’d be too embarrassed to ask why they chose those names. If you would ask Andy Rooney
to comment on the subject, he might reply: “Did you ever wonder why we name our boats and not our land
roaming vehicles? Probably because our cars take us places, we don’t want to go. Like to work, to the IRS
office, or to our mother-in-law’s.”
Some of our club member’s boats have names you don’t have to wonder about because of their personality,
profession, or place of origin. Take 2Pia, Contrails, Gentle Lady, Kansa, Leprechaun III, Mi Amore, and Purr-rfecrion.
Now Finesse you have to wonder about, Don and Commodore Binnie Hightower don’t play bridge! Hmmm,
but perhaps Captain David Goff does, since his boat bears the same name. [Editorial note from Bob. Reference the story That Perfect Bahamian Cruise for Don’s explanation of Finesse.]
Norm and Ann DuPont decided that their boat would be named Carpe Diem. Good name! That’s the one thing
we sailors seem to be doing anyway, seizing the day. When they bought Rosebud and asked the previous owner the significance of the name, he recited the poem (very movingly), with “gather ye rosebuds…” and so on.
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And in essence, Rosebud and Carpe Diem meant the same thing. WELL! Ann stood right there at the dock
and wept! Providence? Perhaps.
They say it’s bad luck to change the name of a boat, but we usually do it anyway when we acquire a sailboat
with a name given by its previous owner. The Sammons recently moved up to a bigger boat named Zazoue
and renamed it to Joyride. Zazoue, by the way, means “hippie” in French. Well anyway, the name of my next
boat will be named after me – Pure Delight. JUST KIDDING!
As promised above, I have a story about Sail Bad the Sinner. It is the summer of 1978, and Pat and I are sailing our boat Tangaroa. In Māori mythology, Tangaroa is the great god of the sea. I am very fussy about
choosing names, and that name pleases me. Besides, it has a lovely lilt to it when spoken. Anyway, we were
initially planning to sail north up the New England coast, but the weather forecast was not favorable. There
was a good, old fashioned Nor’easter setting in, so we planned to stay in the protected waters of Cape Cod Bay
for our week-long cruise. Since the first day dawned with fair winds, we headed to Cohasset, just south of
Boston. We had dinner at one of our favorite restaurants, which sadly is no longer there. “Red sky in the
morning; sailor take warning…” At dawn, the next day, the sky was blood-red. So, we sailed down to Scituate
harbor. There, we were going to ride out the storm. We asked if we could have a mooring at the Scituate
Yacht Club. They said we could, and members of the club invited us to spend the storm with them. Being
young and not afraid of storms, we declined the offer. Just on the next mooring ball was this brand new
Lacompte 38, Sail Bad the Sinner. Now, I usually scoff at “cute” names, particularly on sailboats. But this
was so good I remembered this boat for years to come.
Now here is where the story takes a club turn. In 2009, Pat and I were enjoying our first Holiday Dinner/
Dance. Since we were new members, we had no idea who to ask about table seating. The Social Committee
just placed us at a random spot. After a few drinks, the conversation turns to names on sailboats. I began to
regale the table about how important a romantic name is, and how you should never put anything cute on a
sailing vessel. I did explain that there was one major exception to this ironclad rule. I once saw a sailboat in
Scituate called Sail Bad the Sinner and proceeded to tell the story in the last paragraph. And, who do you
think was sitting right across from Pat and me? You guessed it, Jim and Mary Cleary!
When I asked for boat naming stories, a fellow Catalina owner, Paul
Chasse, piped right up with the following: Well, how did she get the
name Cheerios? “I don’t know.” The boat came with that name. I
thought, what an odd name for a sailboat. Although Cheerios is a pleasant and fun sounding name, I was unsure I would keep that moniker.
During my search for a sailboat in 1998, I pondered different names I
would call her once found and purchased. I thought I might use Victoria, my grandmother’s name, or Cecile, my mother’s name. Then there
was Sea Witch, a humorous remembrance of my ex-wife. Finally, there
was Flying Cloud. So, after seeing Cheerios, a Catalina 27, in Key Largo, I decided to buy her. I wasn’t sure what new name to choose and
figured that I would just sleep on it for a while.
Then, upon awakening on a December Saturday morning, the day I took
delivery of Cheerios, it became apparent to me. I decided to keep the
name Cheerios since I had some pleasant childhood memories associated with the name. Here is the story. As a child of 5 or 6 years old, I
would excitedly listen to the Lone Ranger on the radio. When the show
started at 5:00 PM, I would mount my imaginary horse (the arm of a
88

large sofa chair in our living room right next to the RCA console radio) with my cowboy hat and six-shooters
at my side. “Hi-Ho Silver! Away!” the lone ranger would call. And there I would be, riding along with him
and Tonto on the extraordinary adventures of catching the bad guys. After the ½ hour show finished for the
day, dinner was served by Mommy for Dad and us four boys, of which I was the youngest by six years. Later
in the evening, after a fun wrestling match with my Dad and good night prayers, I would drift off to sleep
dreaming about the heroics of the Lone Ranger and Tonto.
When morning broke in our household, breakfast was a routine governed by my father. Mom, being the mother of four energy-draining boys, remained in bed. Dad taught us to help ourselves to breakfast. And, in my
case, it was Cheerios with bananas. Also, against my mother’s wishes, along with the Cheerios, Dad would
secretly let me sip some of his coffee. “Don’t tell your mother,” he would caution.
More to the point about boat naming, during those years, Cheerios cereal was the sponsor of the Lone Ranger
Radio Show. And with great joy, my earliest reading efforts were about the Lone Ranger, Tonto, and Silver on
the front, back, and sides of the Cheerios box. Also, along with the cereal, were the prizes from the cereal
maker, General Mills. If you sent in two box tops from Cheerios packaging to General Mills, you would receive a Lone Ranger badge. Sure enough, I did that with the help of my Dad. Then there was the Silver Bullet
offering and then the Mask and Tonto’s headband and feather. So, morning after morning, I ate my Cheerios,
read over and over again about the Lone Ranger, and each week during his radio show, I would bravely ride
with him and his faithful Indian companion, Tonto, in the quest for justice in the wild, wild West.
In keeping with the theme of action and adventure, we turn to
Dick Simmons, the oldest active Commodore at the time of this
writing. Dick and Carol joined the club in 1973 and was Commodore in 1976. He explained that his last three boats were
named Gusto after the Schlitz beer tagline in the 1970s: “You only go around once in life. So, grab for all the gusto you can.”
Following that advice, they named their Columbia 43 Gusto! The
idea for the exclamation point was for emphasis. But, as you will
learn, it came to have another meaning. Gusto! was the boat they
had when they joined and when Dick became Commodore. They
sold the Columbia in 1981 and bought a Little Harbor 38. Now,
they wanted to keep the gusto theme but also desired to let everyone know that this was the second boat so named. Instead of the
conventional Roman numeral II, Simmons opted to decorate the
stern with Gusto!! By 1993, Dick and Carol wanted a vessel on
which they would be a tad more comfortable in order to liveaboard. That prompted the purchase of an Island Packet 44.
Continuing the progression, they christened her Gusto!!!
Now and then, it is useful to get another point of view. So, now I
turn to my friend Paul Alcock who was born, raised, and had his
Gusto!
career across the pond. Paul served for 25 years in the Royal Navy, coming out as a very senior Chief Petty Officer. It should surprise no one that he has sea stories! Here is
what he has to say about the names of boats he has owned: My first boat was a plywood monohull of about
16’ that I sailed in England in the early 70s. It was named Plodimus (reaching for the meaning, that would be
Latin for Applause).
Fast forward to 2005 and a change of venue, we now find Paul happily married to Peggy and living in South
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Florida. Paul continues the yarn: But, our first boat, more significant than a dinghy, was a Catalina 250 that
we purchased at the Strictly Sail – Miami boat show. Peggy stepped aboard her at the show, sat down in the
cabin, and was upfront about her feelings: “Let’s put a contract on this!” On the way home from the show,
with the contract in hand, we started to ponder her name. We came up with just about every variation of
“Knot” and could not agree upon a name. Finally, I said to Peggy: “I really don’t care what the name is as
long as it’s a joint decision.” And that’s how JD got her name, Joint Decision, fondly recalled as “JD.” We
were surprised at the remarks of folks that saw us at the boat ramp. Some would ask me if I was a Chiropractor. But many would comment “nice name” and then give the Weed Smoker’s sign.
We joined the HISC in 2014 with the expectation that if we mixed with people that had bigger boats, we would
find one too. Tom Dwyer introduced us to Eximius while staffing the HISC booth at the Strictly Sail – Miami
boat show in 2015. We finally went to see the boat in May. It was in the water at Manatee Pocket near Port
St. Lucie. The owner ‘Deke’ explained over the phone that “If you come and see the boat, you’ll buy it!” He
further detailed how he had prepared the boat for the Bermuda Race. That meant it met one of Peggy’s criteria. It had to be a bluewater boat. Upon seeing the boat, it was a case of love at first sight. We drove home
and experienced déjà vu. It was the same situation we experienced ten years ago. As when we drove from the
show in 2005, having put a contract on JD, we started to consider this new boat’s name. Now, in 2015 we
gave this some thought. I suggested “Special” as the ship really was special, but this did not sit well with Peggy. She was adamant. “We’re not sailing around with the word ‘Special’ on the back of the boat!” But we
did agree to see what the translations were. Peggy had studied Latin for a couple of years, and the nearest we
could find for ‘Special’ in Latin was Eximius.
A small footnote to this story: I had to print up a tape to stick by the helm when a bridge tender would ask us
to spell the boat name. With my background of 25 years in the Royal Navy, I always use the correct phonetic
alphabet. Echo, Xray, India, Mike, India, Uniform, Sierra – Eximius.
Ira Wechterman submitted a most unusual name. Here is his contribution: I have been sailing for the past 50
years on six boats named Mar El. The name is a combination of both my daughters. The eldest is Elyse; Mara
is the younger. My thought that using their names would give them an attachment to our sailboats and a subliminal connection to sailing. It worked!
Initially, our first boat was going to be El Mar. I didn’t like how it would sound on the marine radio, more like
“Elmer.” So, we changed the order to Mar El, which also sounded more nautical. Many of my sailing buddies
suggested Serpentine. Serpentine, because I liked to follow the wind, not necessarily the rhumb line. I sadly
parted with my last Mar El, a Pearson 39 wing keel, five years ago. She would have been a great competitor
here in Florida. Alas, she is history, and I am now the skipper of an Albin 28. That would be a Pocket trawler
named by the previous owner Southwind, a perfect name for the boat of a sailor.

This would be an excellent spot to mention the names of two of my boats. I have already noted that my Bristol
26 was named Tangaroa. And in my introductory story, the sailboat I grew up on was named Turia, a Polynesian princess. Now in the words of the late Paul Harvey, here is the rest of the story. The time is the fall of
1960, and after Hurricane Hazel wrecked Turia in 1956, and the next boat he bought was a slug. Dad was
ready for a “hot” boat. Pearson had just brought out the Triton, and it was love at first sight. So he laid his
money down and raised sail on Triton hull number 434. But what to call it? The aforementioned “slug” was
Turia II, so that name was out. My old man decided to have a family naming contest. Alas, I was the only
family member who took this assignment seriously. I went to the library, as there was no Internet in those
days, and poured over history, sea lore, and mythology. After long hours, I suggested Tangaroa to Dad. He
was unenthusiastic, and I was crestfallen.
To make matters worse, as a vice president of Macy’s, he had a marketing staff working for him. They pre90

sented him with a list of over 100 names. Dad picked Second Wind.
“Dad, how could you do that?” I swore an oath that when I had a
boat of my own, it would be called Tangaroa, and that is how my
Bristol was named.
With our current boat, a Catalina 34, it was a tad more complicated.
Since I don’t own this vessel outright, there are four people involved.
You see, Pat and I own this sailboat with another couple within the
LLC framework. So, Christeen Pozniak and Franco Cervetto needed
to be involved. From the outset, all the decisions that needed making
required the four of us to agree. My primary input was that the name
should be “romantic.” We toyed with the name Viaggiatore for a bit.
That is traveler in Italian, which worked well on a couple of levels.
First of all, it pays homage to Franco’s heritage. Secondly, I am a bit
of a Civil War buff, and Traveler was Robert E. Lee’s horse. But,
Viaggiatore just does not have that lilting sound for which we all desired. I considered Japanese with the name Wind Spirit, but we rejected that when it would have been Kamikaze. But we all liked
Wind Spirit, so we went with the French for that and ended up with
Esprit du Vent.
Esprit du Vent

We now return to earlier times. The following stories are from Inlet/
Outlet in the 2000s. This first one, written by Jerry Brumm, tells the
story of the most unusual name I have ever come across in my study of the HISC.
Last month I decided to continue the What’s in a Name series that Sharon Richards started. I ended up throwing in some technical details I thought might be interesting. Maybe the column should be called Boat of the
Month. At any rate, here is April’s featured boat: O’No.
Anyone who has sailed in HISC races, especially in Beer-Can races, is familiar with Phil Wallace’s Morgan 27
O’No. Although smaller than most of the other boats, O’No is a fast boat and has won its share of trophies.
The Morgan 27, designed to be competitive under the MORC rules, has a long waterline, a streamlined fin
keel, and a “spade-on-kicker” type of rudder. The shrouds are set well inboard for efficient headsail sheeting.
The boat’s previous owner had many issues. He had another boat named Chapter 11. With each new problem, he would cry out, “O No!” The Morgan 27 was therefore named O’No. The name was painted on the
sides of the boat by the previous owner’s girlfriend.

When Phil purchased the boat, he liked the name O’No and decided to keep it. It was a good paint job too!
According to Phil, O’No means “Wahoo” in Japanese. It also means “The Best.” It really has a positive connotation rather than a negative one.
Additionally, Phil relishes the name because of the attention it elicits. He says people just like to say O’No.
When O’No challenges another boat in a race, everyone on the other craft yells O’No. Phil also says that girls
are attracted to the name. He says that the name O’No is unique. He has never seen another boat with that
name.
The next boat name story told in the first person, belongs to Peter Wilkinson. Although he has moved away
from South Florida, I knew him for many years when he was a HISC member. This is how Pete named his
Morgan 34.
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Some years ago, my former wife and I discussed our favorite books we read as children. Hers was Anne of
Green Gables, a little orphan girl growing up in Prince Edward Island, Canada. She expressed a longtime desire to visit the home of the author, L.M. Montgomery. This had never been one of my personal fantasies, but,
being a dutiful husband, I agreed. In the story, Anne and her “adoptive” mother, Murilla, got off to a rocky
start in their relationship, but Anne was sure that they would, in a short while, become kindred spirits (I’m sure
you can see where this is going). Ironically, the series came on PBS at that time, and, under threat of abstinence, I watched several episodes. I must confess, I enjoyed them immensely (the ethanol may have helped
too).
That summer, we went to the northeast on vacation and, of course, visited Prince Edward Island. It was there
we found out that each year approximately 256,000 people from all over the world visit Ms. Montgomery’s
home. It was comforting to know (for me, at least) that we were not the only people just outside the third
standard deviation. Incidentally, if anyone decides to visit P.E.I., bring your warm clothes. The island is beautiful but cold. We were there in August and froze.
On the way back to Orono, we stopped by Southwest Harbor so I could visit a friend who is a salesman for the
Hinckley Company. While I was in his office, I was thumbing through a Bermuda 40 brochure when I came
across a picture of a custom interior of a Bermuda 40, which was drop-dead gorgeous. I still have the picture
should anyone like to see it. You’ll not disagree. I asked the name of this example of nautical pulchritude and
was told (you guessed it!): Kindred Spirit. Now, far be it from me to plagiarize or steal a name, but in the circumstances, how could I not?
In the March 2002 issue of the Inlet/Outlet, Sharon Richards began a series about boat names. Sharon continues the theme of this tale, boat names. Here was the first one that asks the same rhetorical question:
Ever wonder how some of our club members came up with the interesting boat names you see on the water? I
have, and on inquiry, I usually hear a heartful tale of the soul-searching that went into the boat’s name, sort of
like naming your children! Which brings me to the reason for this article.
Our new Tartan 33, after long and thoughtful discussions, has been named Aegis (pronounced ˈējis). Since
few people know what the heck that means, we often need to explain. I’d like to tell you our boat name story
and in upcoming issues of the Inlet/Outlet, share other members’ boat name origins.
In Greek mythology, Aegis was the divine shield of Zeus, king of the gods, and his favorite daughter, Athena.
It possessed the power to terrify and disperse the enemy (watch out on the racecourse!) or protect friends. Today the word is synonymous with guidance and protection, just what our sailboats need!
Jane and Gordon Groves were HISC members for many years. They had a series of boats and they took extensive cruises for many months at a time were at sea. This story is about their Catalina 30, Goombay. The name
came about because Gordon spent time working in the Bahamas and felt that Goombay was the right Bahamian word. As they traveled through the islands, they always got smiles and cheers from the locals. They later
learned the true meaning of Goombay. It is ancient Swahili, meaning music and stands for the Bahamian music of whistles and bells played during Junkanoo. If you were lucky enough to see Goombay sailing the islands, you would have also seen their attached dinghy, Smash! The Groves lived up to the image by perfecting
the delicious drink of the same name!
Certainly, Mooncusser is one of the more unusually named boats in our fleet. When Sharon and Jack Holland
commissioned their boat in Massachusetts, they looked for a name that was unique to Cape Cod. While visiting the Pilgrim Museum in Provincetown, they discovered the legend of the Mooncussers. The Mooncussers
were men who rode on horseback along the beach on dark and stormy nights. They carried a lighted lantern on
the end of a pole. Ships at sea, thinking it a lighthouse and safe harbor, were lured onto the beach and
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wrecked.

The pole, which was like the mast of a small boat, was not a pole at all but an ingenious folding ladder which,
when opened, provided a way to board and loot the wrecked ship. Called “Mooncussers” because they could
not work when the moon was shining and so “cussed” the moon. The Holland dinghy, which followed the Columbia 34 on many a cruise, is Li’l Cuss.
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Teller: Bob et. al.
Big Blue is in the House, the IBM Influence
You cannot tell the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club’s history and not mention the International Business Machines Corporation, better known by
its three initials IBM. IBM grew in South Florida starting 1967 when
the company announced its purchase of 550 acres from the Arvida
Company. The HISC came on the scene five years later. They intended to build the smallest model of their recently announced mainframe
family, the System/360, Model 20 at that site. At first, they began manufacturing in leased space. Three years later, they moved into their new
digs designed by noted architect Marcel Breuer and Associates. They
started with 400 employees and by the peak years, that workforce had
grown to over 10,000. Many of our founding members, and those who
joined during the 1970s and 1980s, were IBMers. This story is their
story.
At the time of this writing, I have contacted 32 people who worked for
IBM or could remember some of their fellow HISC members who did.
As you will read below, their stories are varied. If you know anything
IBM Boca Courtesy of International Business Machines about IBM, you have heard that those initials actually stand for “I’ve
Corporation, © International Business Machines Corporation.
Been Moved.” Many of our members had been working for Big Blue
when transferred into Boca. And after working here for a few years, those same members had to give up on
the HISC, Boca Raton, and nice subtropical weather and head out for places like Poughkeepsie, NY. As the
workforce grew in Boca, more people came into our area in the 1980s than left. The key to this growth was
“Project Acorn,” the secret project to develop the personal computer. That got started in 1981 and it fueled the
growth of IBM and the HISC. The boom lasted until 1988 when the firm decided to move manufacturing to
Research Triangle Park in Raleigh, NC. There were still jobs at IBM Boca, but the stampede to Florida was
over.
Sandy Grieser is my earliest source for information about the IBM/
HISC relationship. Picture the scene as young, well maybe not so
young, Robert Grieser was sitting in his office in Endicott, NY. Bad as
the winters were in central New York, it had been far better than his last
IBM post, Sioux Falls, SD. Now, IBM salesman Bob was just sitting
there minding his own business, which was sales of Systems/360s to
banks, when someone pops in and says, “Bob, you’ve been transferred.” Oh no, thought our hero, where is it this time? “Bad news old
sport, it is coastal southeast Florida, Boca Raton to be exact. Damn,
don’t throw Br’er Rabbit into the briar patch, thought Bob. And so, that
is how Bob and Sandy got to South Florida in 1968.
When Bob retired in 1989, he and Sandy had put down deep enough
roots such that they stayed put here until he died. Sandy still lives in
Bob & Sandy Grieser
Boca Raton at the time I am writing this tale. But return with me to the
early 1970s. In 1972, the HISC was less than one year old, the Griesers
had discovered the club and joined. They dragged in two other IBM couples, Frank & Emily Humphreys and
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Ray & Marilyn Martin. The three sets of IBMers did what many other of their coworkers did; they bought a
sailboat. In this case, it was a Columbia 24, Bacardi. When they were not out sailing, Betty Nederlanden had
roped in Sandy to do Beach Committee. So, it is safe to say that they were fully committed to sailing, the
HISC, and IBM.
Unlike Bob Grieser, John and Dianne Sammons took the IBM move to
our area late in the Boca installation life cycle. PC production had already moved to North Carolina when John relocated from Poughkeepsie to Boca Raton in 1989. However, for some time, things other than
manufacturing stayed in South Florida. The management of the PC
and software development lingered in Boca. This is where John, a programmer, fits into the picture. It is fair to say that John left getting his
hands dirty to his sailboat and not in his job with Big Blue.

It was all in the family as Dianne worked for IBM too. She had been a
secretary in human relations in the offices on Park Avenue in New
York City. When the move to Poughkeepsie came, she left the firm to
raise a family. So, only John was working for Big Blue when they
came south while Dianne took up a second career as a Florida realtor.
As the workforce had shrunk considerably, the Boca operations was a
shell of its former self. This is one reason why John reports that he
met no HISC members at work. John did not work in the Boca campus
but in an office in Delray Beach.
Sammons’ Rosebud
As a manager in the OS/2 performance department, he did not meet
many people outside of software development. OS/2 was a follow-on
operating system that IBM developed to replace PC/DOS supplied by Microsoft and delivered to IBM. As an
interesting footnote, Microsoft did not actually write DOS but purchased it from Seattle Computer Products
after selling it to IBM. IBM viewed Bill Gates more as a competitor than a supplier by this time.
In less than a year, John had found the club. Once established as members, John and Dianne discovered Bob
and Alice Gridley at the Unitarian Universalist Fellowship. Bob and Alice, who had been working at IBM Boca since 1983, were then invited to join the HISC. And join they did. John indicated to me that computers and
sailing did not mix with him. I, too, was working in software at the same time back in Massachusetts. Unlike
John, I integrated small computers into my personal life, starting with the Radio Shack, TRS-80 model 1 in
1979. John had an IBM PC in his home, running OS/2, but he never used it for boat projects or HISC work.
With him, when he worked, he worked, but when he played, he just... well... played. Playing for John often
involved messing around in boats like his sailing vessel, Rosebud.
Don Fisher was part of the massive growth spurt that occurred in IBM/Boca during the 1980s. He and his wife
Shirley came from the Burlington, VT plant in 1984. Don was a real hardware man who had worked for Big
Blue for thirty years before the transfer south. The Boca relocation would become Don’s last post as he took
advantage of IBM’s buy-out and early retirement in 1988. He is living proof that you can succeed in a worldclass high-tech company without an advanced degree. He started at the IBM Federal Systems Division in
Owego, NY in 1958 with only an Associate of Applied Science degree. Working as a technician in the materials lab, he gained skills and a reputation for a guy who could get things done. For the next twelve years, there
were promotions and recognition from management. His talents were not only technical but also managerial.
Don was a leader of men.
So, in 1970 a big break came when IBM needed a Development Engineering Manager in Burlington. Don an95

swered the call, moving from one frozen outpost to another to manage
chip production in the “Mask House.” He bought, installed, and
brought the state-of-the-art production equipment operational in that
capacity. It was not all work in the Green Mountain State. He and
Shirley skied during the long winters and sailed on Lake Champlain
while the short summers lasted. The sailing would come in handy in
the years to come. Interestingly, when he left the north country for the
sunny south, our AAS credentialed engineer was replaced by a Ph.D.
senior engineering scientist.
At the height of the PC production ramp-up, Don came to Boca as a
new products manager representing manufacturing. As he describes it,
“Our job was to assure that new products coming out of Development
Don & Shirley Fisher
could be manufactured to engineering, quality, and reliability standards.
We raised the bar on each new product line. I took the buy-out and retired in 1988.” By this time, he knew many HISC members from IBM, although he did not directly work with
them. His management skills were recognized, not only at IBM but within our club too. Don Fisher became
the 30th Commodore of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club.
The next vignette came from Doug and Elizabeth Knickerbocker and told in Doug’s own words. This story is
unique in that they decided to move to south Florida first and then asked IBM to transfer them down. They,
too, came late to the party in 1989 when the boom-times had passed. This is what Doug told me:
In the summer of 1989, while we were cruising Long Island Sound in
our Catalina 27, we resolved to relocate to a place where sailing was a
full year around activity. After much investigation, south Florida became our primary goal. Working with IBM, we arranged a transfer
from the Mid-Hudson Valley in New York State to the IBM facility in
Boca Raton. We never looked back. In 1990 we were the last IBMers
to migrate to Florida as the IBM Corporation had decided to prohibit
further transfers into the Boca Raton location; lucky us.
Our first clue as to the whereabouts of HISC came during an October
1989 visit to interview and check out the neighborhood. Took a trip
Doug & Elizabeth Knickerbocker
down Federal Highway looking for information. Passed by Kniskern
th
Marine at the corner of 39 Street and Federal Highway and promptly
did a U-turn. The person at the counter was former HISC member Phil Kniskern. He told me about the club
in general terms, and I filed that away for future reference. Forward ahead six months, and we were busy
working at IBM Boca. Happened to have a business meeting with Pat Smith in her office. On the wall was a
picture of her sailboat. I found out much more about HISC as her husband Dennis was the 1984 Commodore.
Concurrent with my search for information about the club, Elizabeth worked in the same department with Colette McKie. Colette and Ron, another IBMer, were HISC members who owned an Island Packet 35. That
sailboat happened to be one of the boats we were interested in buying as we had left our Catalina 27 in a “for
sale” condition back up north. With the 27 gone, we went looking for something bigger. They invited us out
for a coastal race one weekend, and that solidified our choice. We went to the Ft. Lauderdale Boat Show and
bought an Island Packet 37. We attended the October General Meeting and were hooked. We joined the club
on the spot. In addition to Ron & Colette, we were good friends with fellow IBMers and HISC members Mike
& Patty McHugh and Bill & Cindy Stahl.
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The only use of IBM equipment or techniques for the HISC came from Alice Gridley. Alice and Bob had been
working for the Federal Systems Division (FSD) in Owego, NY. IBM geography can be a tad complex. New
York state has Otego, Owego, & Oswego. There were mix-ups! IBM FSD Owego was just 15 miles west of
IBM Endicott and near the Pennsylvania border. When they transferred to IBM Boca in 1983, they had been
married for two years. One of the first purchases they made was an IBM/PC. When they made that acquisition, the Model 5150, the PC’s formal name, had been on the market for less than two years. As was noted
above, the Gridleys were introduced to the club by John Sammons in 1993. [Editor’s note: Alice Gridley remembered that they were introduced to the HISC by Pete Gustafson. Captain Pete and his wife Kay lived
down the canal from the Gridleys and were instrumental in buying their boat, Indigo.] For a year, Alice and
Bob edited the Inlet/Outlet. They used their PC to write each edition. However, I decided to go through my
collection of newsletters to find out what year that was and I discovered that Alice and Bob were not the first.
For the Commodore year 1993, Editor Ron McKie, also an IBMer, was the first. In his first feature story, Ron
noted that he was using his PC and the desktop publishing system Aldus PageMaker. The nice thing about the
software is that the rest is easy once you created the master format sheets. That has not changed in thirty years
although generations of desktop publishing systems have come and gone. Ron then went on to say that the
format is a framework to hold stories. As a side benefit, the Inlet/Outlet now permitted contributors to submit
their articles in machine-readable form as long as the copy was on a 3½ inch disk.
Having set the record straight, the second IBMer to edit the newsletter was indeed Alice Gridley and husband,
Bob. They took over the job in March 1996 with incoming Commodore Pete Gustafson. Alice, real journalist
that she is, did interviews and posted the “scoops.” The one she did with HISC member Jeff Obligen was particularly interesting, informative, and very well written. It told the story of the TransAt race from Daytona to
Bermuda. Later in the year, she did a feature story about the Old Port Cove race, which started with practically no wind and ended with squalls that came on with very high winds.
Michael Sparks remembers his childhood and the friends he met at the HISC. If you have already read the story about the early years of Youth Sailing, you will remember Michael’s introduction to the sailor’s art. In
1977 the family moved into the area when his father, “Sparky,” was transferred to IBM Boca. Dad was the
Director of Sales and Marketing for the PC. He was part of the “dirty dozen” that brought the machine to market. Sparky was in great demand. Many companies wanted to copy IBM’s success. Because the IBM PC was
open-architecture, anyone could copy the design. So, Michael’s father was hired away by Compaq Computer
of Houston, TX, in 1983 to become their first Vice President of Sales. The family moved west.
But they left behind something. It was their sailboat, a Columbia 8.7 named Le Bon Risque. However, it was
not left unattended. Paul Petroski became the ship’s master. In May of 1984, a plan hatched. Paul, Michael,
and Michael’s best friend James Taylor signed on to the cruise to bring Le Bon Risque from Boca to Houston.
In Michael’s own words: “That was an interesting trip. James and I were 19 and had been teaching sailing for
years. And it was my boat. Paul still saw us as kids. Let’s say there was lots of tension.”
For the six years Michael was in Florida, he made many local friends. The HISC played a large role in his
formative years. He raced small boats, his family boat, and crewed on the sailboats of other club members.
Mike remembers that many of the families had one or more members working for IBM. Therefore, it is no
surprise that he moved back to South Florida and joined the club in his own name in 2013. At the time of this
writing, he is on the Board of Governors and has filled many of the club’s chair positions. In CY 2019, Michael Sparks was Race Chair.
This is not the only story featuring “Bungee” Jim Toups. Jim and Gail moved to Boca from IBM Boulder,
CO, in 1980. It was only a short time before Jim ran into Mike & Patty McHugh at work. Mike had been a
very active HISC member. It was his quest to recruit new club members from the ranks of IBM Boca. So,
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Mike hauled in Jim and Gail. Actually, it was an easy catch because Jim had
just purchased a Cal 229, San Antone Rose. They acquired the boat before
they bought the house! They needed a home, so buying a boat was a bit of a
stretch financially. What made the deal possible was the Rose had “issues.”
Since almost everyone reading these stories is well familiar with boat issues, I
need not explain this in detail. Jim related to me that he had become fascinated
with (wait for it) bungee cords. He used them to hold things together, hold
things in place, hold things apart, and every other way you could make things
work. Patty McHugh started calling Jim “Bungee,” and the name stuck.

McKies and Jim Toups
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As you can see from the picture, Bungee Jim, like many IBMers, really like the
HISC because it is like one big fraternity party. Did I tell you, gentle readers,
we like to party while consuming large amounts of adult beverages? In fact,
we average more than one party per week. Here is Jim with coworkers Ron &
Collette McKie. They are not on the IBM campus, nor are they working hard
to bring computing power to the masses!

Teller: Jack Holland
Change of Command 1983
To understand this story’s unique characteristics, you need to know how one becomes Commodore of the
Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. There is a standard articulation from Rear Commodore to Vice Commodore to
Commodore and finally to Past Commodore. This path provides the training necessary to assume command.
The Past Commodore is primarily a consultant to the Board. Only once in the history of our club has a person
assumed Commodore’s rank without holding one or two of the two lower positions. How Jack Holland became Commodore in 1983 is the subject of this tale.
The Commodore Year (CY) begins in March of any given year at the Change of Command
ceremony held on the last Saturday in February. Nominations for the new flag officers take
place in the fall of the previous year. One should note that the Nominating Committee that
year was Jim Davis, Gary Du Four, and Barry Muir. So, by the first of December, the new
officers are known. The slate of officers as of December 1982 was: Jack Holland tapped to
be the new Rear Commodore sat in the third position. Ed Marill would move up from Rear
Commodore to Vice Commodore. And, Buck Carlisle would move up from Vice Commodore
to Commodore. It is important to note that Jack Holland had a young daughter in high school.
He figured that Rear Commodore and Vice Commodore’s role would not be too taxing on his
time. So, by the time his daughter went to college, Jack could devote all of his spare time to
being Commodore. That is not the way it turned out.
The first thing that happened in late 1982, was that Ed Marill decided that he did not want to be the Vice Commodore. This had happened before when an officer decided he did not want to move up in the chain. The
main focus of the HISC was racing in those days. At that time, the Rear Commodore was often the Race Committee chair. This was fine with Ed as racing was essential, and being the Race Committee chair was equally
important. However, moving up to Vice Commodore was something that Ed did not want to do. So he told
the Nominating Committee thanks but no thanks. At this point, Jack noted that the Rear Commodore being the
racing chair was not a bad idea. Since most people in the club raced, by the time you became Commodore,
you knew practically everybody in the HISC.
About this time, Jack Holland realized that the Nominating Committee should ask Rear Commodore candidates whether they would be comfortable because they were committing to continuing to Vice Commodore
and then Commodore. With Ed dropping out, the committee asked Jack Holland whether it would be OK with him that he assumes the position of Vice
Commodore for the next Commodore Year. It was not the plan that Jack had
in mind, but he said that he would do it. With Jack Holland set to be the Vice
Commodore, the committee asked Dennis Smith to be Rear Commodore. As
of December 1982, the slate appeared to be complete. Buck Carlisle would be
Commodore, Jack Holland would be Vice Commodore, and Dennis Smith
would be Rear Commodore.
As were all of the Commodores in the first decade of the club’s existence,
Buck was an active racer. Those who knew him told of an aggressive competitor. He sailed his Erickson 35, Button Day. Now that unusual name might better fit into another story. The one about a few of the names of the vessels in
the HISC. However, this is the place for talking about our 13th Commodore to
be. To invite a fox hunter to wear the hunt’s colors, and it is an honor, he and

Buck Carlisle
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his horse are recognized as an asset to the hunt. The Master of the Hounds presents the hunter with the hunt
symbol. On the day Buck Carlisle received his hunt button, one of his mares dropped her first foal. The newborn was named Button Day. That horse, broken, trained, schooled, hunted, and shown by the Carlisle children, Button Day became a champion. Wanting to continue the fame, Buck named his boat after the horse that
had given his family so much joy and happiness.
And then the unexpected happened, Buck Carlisle died on Saturday,
February 5th. The whole chain of command broke down. In desperation, the Nominating Committee asked Jack if he would assume the
position of Commodore. Jack felt obligated to take this role. To add
to the complication, Dennis Smith was not too active in the club. Jack,
who had joined the HISC in 1978, had performed many of the necessary roles. He understood how the club worked. Dennis did not have
this experience. Added to the confusion, the Nominating Committee
asked Steve Pohlman to be Rear Commodore and Race Chairman.
This was fine with the committee, but Jack had other people in mind to
run racing. Jack had been Race Chair and had performed many of the
racing chores. He had several people in mind to head racing when he
moved up to Commodore. Typically, the Commodore appoints most
of the committee chairs. So, Jack asked Bill Nederlanden what he
should do. Bill’s advice to Jack was to leave everything alone as a
change could upset the club’s operations. In light of what happened
next, this was not the instructions Bill should have offered. So now we
Jack Holland & George Church
had the incoming Commodore with many people in flag officer positions and committee chairs who were not going to work well together. After all, these were the Nominating
Committee selections and Buck’s appointments. Since Buck did all the choosing, and he was now gone, Jack
was facing many people who were “Team Carlisle.”
Steve Pohlman’s wife, Barbara, was Buck’s choice for secretary. The Change of Command Dinner/Dance
took place and Jack took command. Almost at once, things began to go downhill. Steve Pohlman, in his role
as Race Chair, did not want to do the work. Jack, as Commodore, had to run the races. There was no one else
to do it at first. For example, he had recently developed a program to do race results on his own Radio Shack
Color Computer. Commodore Holland set the buoys himself from his skiff. Things were not so grim as the
CY progressed. Stan Greenblath assumed many of the racing chores.
Steve and his wife, who was the secretary, were often AWOL at Board meetings. And the inexperienced Dennis Smith was not much help as Vice Commodore. The Board in those days met at the Commodore’s house.
Very few people attended board meetings. Mary Greenblath was a director who did show up for board meetings. So, every time Barbara Pohlman failed to show up, Mary took the minutes. If it wasn’t for Past Commodore George Church, Stan and Mary Greenblath, and a few other members, the club’s leaders could never have
run the HISC.
Dennis Smith did gain the necessary experience, so he became Commodore the following year, 1984. However, after his Commodore Year, he dropped out of HISC activities, and by 1987 he had left the Club. Steve
Pohlman dropped out of the chain, and Stan Greenblath became the Commodore in 1985. In 1986 Steve and
Barbara too dropped out of the club. And, as of 2019, Jack Holland is still very active in HISC activities.
Thank you for your service.
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Teller: Bob et.al.
Ladies Rule on Ladies’ Day
Some of the activities that members of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club enjoyed started early in the life of our
club but died out for a variety of reasons. Others are fairly recent in their birth, and we enjoy them as I write
this story in 2019. If you are reading this in the club’s distant future, you may not see a difference. However,
some of the events were there at the founding and are still going strong as we approach our 50th anniversary.
Ladies’ Day is one such event. No one alive today knows when we held the first Ladies’ Day race exactly, but
the year was 1972, and the winner was Janet Gillis, who went on to become the 5th Commodore. We know
this from the inscription on the perpetual trophy.
Carol Simmons raced her big Columbia 43, Gusto! in 1974, the third
Ladies’ Day. In the thick of the competition was Betty Nederlanden,
hard-driving her Tartan 30, Ariel. Because of the length at the waterline, the bigger boat had to give up time to the smaller Tartan. Nowhere in the handicap formula was consideration given to how much
harder it was to control and successfully race a boat the size of a Columbia 43. Carol was in command of a crew of seven, plus one odd
duck wearing a bright yellow “T” shirt sporting the words: “Ignore This
Person.” As the race drew to a close Gusto! crossed the finish line first;
however, on corrected time, it was a dead heat—a tie. So, how was the Race Committee to decide who won
and who came in second? The committee’s verdict was to award the race to Betty because she was the less
experienced skipper. Carol cried, “Foul!” She protested the findings. The basis of her case was that the 43footer was much more difficult to race and that Gusto! should get the prize. Alas, Corat Moran, head of the
Protest Committee, did not see it that way, so Betty was judged first and Carol second. For the rest of Betty’s
life, Carol kept up the good-natured ribbing that she stole Ladies’ Day from her. Note that Betty and Carol
remained the best of friends.
Arlene Loesel explained that the race was a child of the historic woman’s movement of the 1970s. Although
the rules have changed a scooch, it is still the same race almost fifty years
on. The entered boats are “manned” with an all-woman skipper and crew.
One man is allowed on board for reasons of safety. In the early years, he
could say nothing, but later on, he was allowed to coach by giving advice.
Still, today, he cannot do anything. Many of the boats, now and then, had
no Y chromosomes in the sailing vessel at all. The race is a standard HISC
buoy race. After it is over, there is a massive after-race party. The rules say
that the men do all of the cooking. Many of us compete with dishes of
haute cuisine. Of course, some of the men leave it to Publix take-out.
I have a lot of details about the race that took place aboard Dottie Miller’s
boat, a Bristol 35, named Magic. Sandy Grieser spins the yarn about the
two races Dottie won. The first time was the year 1978, and it was the third
boat the Millers bought to be named Magic. The reason Sandy remembers
this story is for “financial” reasons. It seems that the skipper and crew prepared for Ladies’ Day by holding several shake-down practice sessions.
The days on the water were not all talk about racing and sailing the boat.
The boatload of HISC racers had plenty of time to discuss investments. Af-

Magic
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ter winning at sailboat racing, they thought they would take the ideas kicked around on Magic to see if they
could be investment winners too. It turns out that they were. Thus, the team of Sandy Grieser, Dottie Miller,
Arlene Loesel, Nip Batzer, and Ina Rodgers formed the Magic Crew Investment Club. At the time of this writing, two of the five investors are still making investments and still winning.
As noted above, the passing of members and the fading of memories makes the telling of tales from this time a
real challenge. This vignette probably comes from the early 1980s and highlights another story told by Betty
Nederlanden shortly before her death in 2019. Betty explained how she and her crew spent a bit of time chasing a moving buoy. I yelled, “ready about,” and a crew member shouted, “not ready!” The boat had not
passed the buoy. In fact, the buoy kept moving, and we kept chasing it. I had someone up on the foredeck,
and I asked if we were getting closer. She yelled back. “Almost there, almost there.” Again, I called out, “are
we getting any closer?” The reply is the same “almost there, almost there.” So, one of my crew calls her husband, and he comes out in a small boat, a runabout, with his two boys on it. They hold the buoy so we can get
around it. After they let go, the buoy continues to float north.
One of the most interesting stories came from the race in September of
1988. Adrienne Romberger told the story and is the I in the next few
paragraphs. “I was up for Ladies’ Day 1988. After all, it is the only
time we ladies can take full credit for the success, or a total flop, of a
race. I had two good friends lined up for crew, not Club members, but
acceptable friends nevertheless. One had raced 70-footers off the Texas
coast, and the other had raced in Boston Harbor. Holy cats, I thought,
maybe this year I’ll have a chance to win aboard Chimera, our Cape
Dory 27.”
“On the morning of the race, the Boston Harbor friend woke up with a
fever and couldn’t go. Oh, swell. Now it is up to the two of us to handle the boat together. My Texas crew is a neat lady and a good sport.
This day was to be the longest she would be away from her new baby
son (whom she nursed every few hours). Her husband agreed to try
Junior on a bottle that day while she raced.”
“We got to the starting area a little early so we could practice (having
never sailed together before). It had already been over three hours since
she nursed her baby son. The pressure was beginning to build, but my
Rombergers at Change of
crew came prepared. Out of her duffle bag came a breast pump . My
Command
husband, our coach, excused himself to the bow. In a matter of seconds, my crew is hooked up to this contraption and is milking herself in my cockpit! I’m beginning to wonder
about my chances. The cockpit cleared of milking apparatus; we begin some serious practice. We were in and
out of the start, timing ourselves, timing the distance to the start, figuring the proper angle to approach the
start, all very scientific. The ten-minute gun goes off. I’m ready. I know exactly where I must be at the fiveminute warning. The countdown continued. A few zigs and zags (that’s sailor talk), and we’re ready at the
five-minutes signal. I’m so ready to go.”
“’Ready to come about?’ I quickly question. ‘No,’ the reply. ‘I’m ready to throw up.’ My crew is kneeling
on the jib lines as she drapes herself over the side. I didn’t have the heart to pull her knees out from under her
so I can start the race. I wait. About 40 seconds pass. She’s ready to come about now. We head for the start.
Fortunately, she wasn’t throwing up the entire race, only at the start and when we rounded marks. Oddly
enough, we didn’t finish last; we were somewhere in the middle of the fleet. (God only knows what was hap102

pening on the boats we beat).”

“I got a pretty pink participation flag at the after-race party that I gave to my crew from Texas. I didn’t need a
flag as a reminder. I’ll never forget the good sport with the green face, sweat-stained sun visor askew on her
head, and pump in hand. And, I will never forget Ladies’ Day 1988!”
Somewhere between the years 1987 – 1989, Bob Preston came up with a skit and a narration that is listed below. Skits and poems were part of the Change of Command dinner/dance. According to Bryce Batzer, Program Chair, they were used to “change the mood” and “ease the solemnness” of the occasion. It was acted
with bedsheets, some questionable language, and gestures, and chocked full of HISC humor. For the next
year, the organizers wondered how, in the words of Walt Disney, they could “plus it.” Corat Moran stepped
up and suggested we could film it, and so he did. For the next four years or so, they showed this Hillsboro Inlet production. Now, most of the people who were there for the first showing agreed that it was at Change of
Command. Others maintain the showing of the film was at the General Meeting when the winners got their
trophies. The picture is of Pete Anderson and Bill Romberger setting up the projector in 1987.
‘Twas The Night Before Ladies’ Day
‘Twas the night before Ladies’ Day when all through the house
Not a creature was sleeping, especially her spouse.
The sheets were arranged on the decks with care
In hopes the crew soon would be there.
The boat was nestled all snug in its berth.
While the skipper dreamt her boat would be first.
She’s up early and busy. And he too is awake.
Women sailing his boat is surely a mistake.
When out on the dock there arose such a clatter.
He sprang from his bed to see what was the matter.
Away to the window he flew like a flash.
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash.

Pete Anderson & Bill Romberger

The sun on the wenches... winches was all aglow.
While essential equipment was brought from below.
When what to his bloodshot eyes did appear,
But five lovely broads in bright sailing gear.
Into shorts he jumped so lively and quick.
Girls sail his boat? Now that’s a good trick!
More rapid than gunfire the orders he gave.
This could bring him to an early grave.
There were Mary and Sally and Martha and Jane.
And not one knew the difference between genny and main.
The pennants were raised and fastened in place.
Along with a bikini - it’s Ladies’ Day Race.
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To the sheets, to the halyards, - That’s not it at all!
But, sail away. sail away, sail away all
So up to the mast top the sails they hauled.
They tried to obey as orders were called.
Ropes. feet. legs and arms were tangled on deck,
While the skipper tried hard her temper to check.
And then in a twinkling the flags on the beach
were changing so fast he’d made his last speech.
Nearing the starting line - and going too fast,
Poor gal -— her face is aghast.

But somehow, they make it, and so on to the flag.
Hey! Pull in that sheet, girls, we can’t let it drag.
Now look for the buoy ahead on our port.
And winch in those sheets or our course will be short.
On the next leg we’ll adjust the foot on the main.
Oh, Oh. Looks like hubby’s in pain.
As we’re rounding the buoy and changing the tack – (3 time…)
Off flies Jane’s hat. No, we’ll never go back!
As the boat finished first -— just by a nose.
He uncovered his eyes and to the cockpit he rose.
He sprang to the wheel, beads of sweat on his brow.
He had lived through it, but didn’t know how.
We heard him exclaim, with the inlet in sight,
Happy Ladies’ Day to all. It turned out all right.
Before moving on to the 1990s, we need to say something about the
after-race parties at the home of Pete and Pat Anderson. For many
years these affairs were an integral part of Ladies’ Day. Most of these
bashes had almost 100 attendees. The Club provided the meats that
were cooked by the men and the other males donated sides. Some of
the years Commodore (1987) Gary Dufour provided and cooked a turkey. One year a group was hired to do a barbeque and applied the
sauce with a mop. I hope it was a clean one, but hey; we’re sailors and
what’s a little dirt between friends.
Anderson’s after-race party
Michael Hochfeld, and he is the I in the next few paragraphs, wrote this
story about his wife and the 1992 Ladies’ Day race. “Was I surprised? You bet I was. Valerie had decided to
race in the Ladies Day Race. She had never seriously been in a race before. I was confused; I had often asked
her if she wanted me to campaign our Irwin 24, Limey Lady. She had always said, ‘no.’ Valerie told me that
she thought Margaret Cotton’s idea of a coached class was the best new racing idea she had heard since she
joined this or any other sailing club. She would support it even though she had no experience racing. I, who
also have very limited knowledge of racing, would be the coach on Limey Lady.”
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“Her announcement, at the meeting of the Board of Governors, was met with great surprise and cheers of encouragement. Several ladies, realizing that this was serious, soon volunteered to be crew. We would prepare
the boat, clean the bottom, and have a practice session with the crew on the Saturday before the race. In anticipation of the possibility of a downwind leg, I even borrowed a whisker pole to augment Limey Lady’s meager
sail inventory consisting of a blown-out cruising main and a ratty 110% genny.”
“The practice day dawned with, made to order, 10 to 15 knots, and a perfect one to two-foot sea. As you
would expect, we sailed upwind, downwind, and crosswind. We tacked, jibed, ran, and, of course, served
lunch to our crew, including the men who came along to cheer and offer additional advice. We began to think
we had it all together.”
“Race day arrived. As is often the case, things did not go quite as well as we planned. Upon leaving the dock,
low tide forced us to plow our way through the mud. We motored out of the inlet and tried to lower the centerboard. It would not go down. It went down on Saturday as easy as pie. I assumed that we had a caught shackle and that the board would come down on its own when we bounced through a few waves. With no more
thought about the board, we motored most of the way to the starting line. The ladies hoisted sail and then took
a measure of the faint winds for starting.”
“There are times, so I am told, when the best racers too, do it all wrong. Thinking that an approach to the start
on the western edge would give us an uncontested position with some free wind, we positioned ourselves
heading to the beach as the final minutes ticked. We headed up with one minute to go and found ourselves
slipping northward. We would not make the starting buoy. That (bleep) centerboard had never come down.
We later found out the centerboard well was packed with mud. With a mere four-foot draft (as opposed to
eight feet, three inches with the board down), we were going to sideslip all day. We tacked over, fell into
irons, almost lost our race with the starting buoy, and after 20 minutes, ﬁnally crossed the starting line.”

“It took us an hour to make the first mark. I must, at this time, make note of my admiration for the crew. I
have seen seasoned racers quit the race after a start this bad. Limey Lady’s crew not only stayed the course but
also went the extra mile and did not give up. They gave their best effort and made the most of what they had.
They actually made up a lot of time and, although finishing last, finished only two minutes and 48 seconds behind the nearest boat, Retreat. I knew that Valerie had stick-to-itiveness. Ellen Jordan is a fine tactician and
helmsperson. Peggy Epstein and Joyce Sykes are damn good sailors. I would sail with them anytime. The
race over, we sailed to the Inlet, the winds ﬁnally allowing us to see six and a half knots, motored to Anderson’s dock, and fended up to enjoy the party. No need to rave about that because Pat and Pete are always the
most gracious of hosts. The men brought great food, and the weather cooperated beautifully.”
“The piece de resistance was the awards ceremony. Many great and
beautiful sailing ladies won numerous well-deserved awards, but I, understandably, was most thrilled by the “Best Effort” award given to the
crew of Limey Lady. To add more ﬂavor to the ceremony, Valerie and
her crew appeared resplendent in jeweled crowns, royal sashes, pearls,
and white gloves. The gang was so entertained that they broke into
song and sang Rule Britannia as the ladies went forward to accept their
award. My hat is off to the ladies, one and all. You have my admiration and respect, I think you’re great.”
Limey Lady’s crew

You have already learned of John Antweiler’s daughter, Jenny, if you
have perused the stories about Youth Sailing. As of 2019, Jenny Antweiler Kunz is still an active member of our Club. She successfully
races the family’s Tartan 34, Blue Runner, in races here in Southeast105

ern Florida, and was the winner of the 35th Ladies’ Day Race in 2006.

August 19th dawned with flat seas and almost no wind. These are not great conditions for Blue Runner. Seven
boats headed out under a light cloud cover into the hot and humid weather that is oh so typical for summer
here in the tropics. Mercifully, the Race Committee set out a fairly short course consisting of a 5-mile triangle
known as a “Dorito.” The first leg was made even more difficult by a strong northbound current. It was to the
credit of all of the skippers that each and every bow was on, but not over, the starting line when the flag
dropped.
At times it seemed like the boats were going backward in the current. Needless to say, it was painfully slow to
make the first mark. Most of the fleet needed a few extra tacks to fetch same. One of the competitors noted
that the boat needed little attention. There was plenty of time to drink (beer, wine, and occasionally water),
scarf down a few calories, take a nap, polish the brightwork, fashion their Christmas list, or write a novel.

Following in Jenny’s footsteps was Mikayla Scott, age ten, who would some years later win her own Ladies’
Day Race. For now, it was just Youth Sailing and crew on Maureen Leonard’s Hunter 376, Meantime. Jenny
and crew powered Blue Runner to first place. Suzi Wehe in her Catalina 36, Glory Daze, took second.
Rounding out the “money” positions was Suzi Carrington in Susimi. Michael and Suzi were the after-race party hosts. And, what kind of a day was it? Just another glorious day on the water celebrated as only HISC
knows how… by sailing our boats.

HISC racing’s future

My wife Pat was the reporter for this story. On August 12,
2018, the HISC Ladies’ Day Race included 11 boats crewed by
54 lady sailors! Ten men acted as on-board coaches. The
weather cooperated, and the breeze actually blew, not always
the case in the dog-days of summer. This year there was terrific
participation from more novice sailors. The only way to become an experienced racer is to get some experience. Our energized Club now sees new boats and new sailors in the race.
Third Tri, Larry Geller’s Corsair 750, with skipper Naya
Mondrosch, age 14, at the helm, finished 6th. The skipper and
crew were all girls from the Youth Sailing Program. The future
of the Club is in good hands.

La Bon Vie, the Beneteau 37 owned by Joan Derrig-Heacox, had crew members who were on their very first
sailing race. It was the first Ladies’ Day for Fandango, and skipper Erin Dorval. “In the money” found Jenny
Antweiler Kunz at the helm of Blue Runner, sailing a smooth course and coming in third. Vitamin D made a
powerful second place showing under owner/captain Amanda Haley. Amanda is another graduate of the HISC
Youth Sailing Program. Sadly, soon after that, the boat caught fire and burned at the dock. Fortunately, no
one was aboard at the time. Contrails, an Olsen 911, owned by Race Chair Barbara Wallace took home the
perpetual trophy after winning first place. Congratulations to a great team.
Suzi and Carl Wehe arranged for us to party in the clubhouse of their condo complex. This site was an excellent venue to hold the crowd who came to the celebration. Karyn Katz provided set up for the party. Marjorie
Morales donated four dozen gorgeous roses to honor the top three finishers and those hearty souls who finished last. Of course, we feasted. Ladies’ Day is the day for the men to show off their culinary skills. Paul
Alcock baked braided loaves for hungry crew members. Tom Garvey made a mean chili to feed the masses.
Michael Duvall kept it Southern with a tasty gumbo. Bob Schuldenfrei marinated a pork roast with balsamic
vinegar and peaches. David Anderson’s salad provided greens to give just a touch of a healthy lifestyle. No
one goes hungry at HISC.
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Teller: Bob et. al.
Our Club Hunts
As the subject matter of this story, learning about the history of
“hunting” was a hunt unto itself. The first clue was a newspaper clipping from 1975, retained in the first album handed down to me from
Sharon Holland. At this point, it looked like we just ran something
called “Treasure Hunts” from 1975 until the last one documented held
on Labor Day weekend in 1994. I was about to start writing this tale
when John Antweiler started to tell me a colorful story about his hunt.
Remember that I am a long-time member of that noble band of
“gentlemen” who meet on Thursdays for lunch. Many, including John,
have been HISC members for a fair number of years. From the age of
Jenny, John’s daughter, and some of the other members noted in his
rendition; his recollection must have been after the year 2000.

Pirate Captain Hank Warjonen
How could this be? Thus, I began a hunt of my own. I thumbed
through the albums and Inlet/Outlet articles from the first decade of the 21st century. Clues began to pop up
from the ancient pages of these artifacts. A picture here, a memory from an older member there, and a pattern
started to evolve. Something called “Boat Cathelon” was invented in 2000 and ran until 2008. That year was
significant for me as it was just before Pat and I joined the club in 2009. As you will read, Boat Cathelon was
just a small variation in the Treasure Hunt format. So, it is true that the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club has been
hunting for 34 years, give or take a few years. John’s contribution actually came from August 12, 2000. At
this point, I will doff my reporter’s hat and pick up the pirate’s cutlass. Let it be known; you are now reading
the chronicle of the infamous pirate Robert Teach.
Return with me to those days of yore. You bilge rats will learn that we have
on file, thank you, Sharon Holland, a newspaper article that appeared on July
24, 1975, in The Yachtsman. The editor, Arline Horne, pens in fine pirate
speak. She explained how that first Treasure Hunt worked. Avast ye hearties
– if ye were awed by the sight of more than 100 treasure-seekers afloat on
Lake Santa Barbara on Sunday, put the blame on Cap’n Bryce Batzer and his
first matey, Nip. As ye fellow scum know, Lake Santa Barbara sits on the Intracoastal Waterway just to the west of Terra Mar in Lauderdale by the Sea.
With 22 tall masts stretching to the sky, privateer ketches, yawls, sloops, and a
trimaran rendezvoused for booty. The fleet was out for no-good.
At the appointed hour, armed only with pencils, as no cutlasses were allowed,
ships of the HISC pirate fleet passed by the S/V Trifling, manned by the ringleaders of the Batzer clan. A long pike was thrust from Trifling, not to repel boarders, but to deliver a list of
clues and the 1975 Roster to the hunters.
1975 fleet assembles

The objective of the hunt was to assemble 12 letters into a “pass-phrase” of 14 letters (two letters were used
twice). And how did the treasure hunters dig for the dozen letters? Clues lead you to a member’s dock on
which a nautical signal flag was flying. For example, Clue #3 was “a prankish adventure.” The answer was
Escapade that happens to be the name of Commodore Janet Gillis’ sloop. So, you plot a course for her dock
and find, not the Jolly Roger flying from a flagpole, but the signal flag “C.”
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A second example comes from Clue #12: “One free from self-restraint.” That clue could describe many club
members, but what the Batzers were looking for was Libertine. So, set sail for its dock where the letter “F”
was flying. Once you found all twelve letters, you had to rearrange them and add the twice used letters. If you
did that, the pass-phrase was: AHOY HISC RAFTUP. Note, the “A” and “H” used twice.
That day S/V Ariel struck pirate booty. Bill & Betty Nederlanden got the treasure chest. In days of yore, it
might have been doubloons; however, in 1975, it amounted to a gift certificate to Sailor’s Haven. The rest of
our intrepid band of bilge rats had to be content with a bottomless keg of beer. And, so ended the first of our
hunts.

Corat Moran on Little Elly

Because my copies of the Inlet/Outlet do not extend back into
the 1970s and there is nothing in the album for 1976, I can only
guess that there was a hunt that year. As you will read below,
there were other gaps in the timeline. However, Nip Batzer was
at it again in 1977. The club returned to Lake Santa Barbara for
the treasure hunt on September 11, 1977. With some noted exceptions, that year was quite like the 1975 event explained
above. The lad shown aboard the black-flagged vessel, Little
Elly, owned by Yale & Elly Fine, is Corat Moran. Recorded in
the 1977 album were the instructions and the clues for adventure.

Each boat got a blue “hunter’s” flag, pirates always fly flags, to
be displayed from the backstay. The second instruction seems to have included “lessons learned.” It stated
that all clues can be collected from your boat; no landing party raid required! The following, printed in allcaps, was: “AT NO TIME WILL IT BE NECESSARY TO LEAVE YOUR BOAT OR TO DOCK.” A speed
advisory stated, “limit your speed to 5 knots and leave no wake.” Boats with no masts must wait for bridge
openings, just like the sailboats. The game was played just like the original. The clues led to a dock that flew
a signal flag that indicated a letter that made up a cryptogram of 10 letters for two words. Editor’s comment: I
found the clues very difficult 40 years after the fact. For example: “Famous local historical figure” or
“COOMA, fastest ___ in town.”
The game was a tad different the next year. The hunters needed to spot things. The course was once again set
up from Lauderdale by the Sea to Pompano Beach. An example of a clue was: “This pair may find they have
to leave to go help Santa Christmas Eve.” The answer was: A reindeer on the east shore between the inlet and
the 14th street bridge. There were 25 such clues. A pirate never retreats but, in 1979, the hunt returned to the
cryptogram format determined by the international signal flags flying. Note that the Jolly Roger is not one of
those signal flags, but is internationally known.
The best-documented hunt took place on November 12, 1983, organized by Jack & Sharon Holland and Jim &
Win McKinlay. The 1983 scrapbook had the instructions, clues, a flag, a poem, and pictures. It was a veritable treasure trove in and of itself. The raft-up took place in Lake Placid. The Inlet/Outlet for October 1983
had a well-written announcement. The November issue had an excellent story about the event written by Jack
Holland.
Ahoy! This is Cap’n Jack Holland speaking. “Well, shiver me timbers. Welcome to the 1983 HISC Treasure
Hunt. It is time to hoist the Jolly Roger (a flag handed out to all of the hunters).” When the sand had fallen in
the hourglass, the hunters passed Holland’s longboat and snagged the pirate’s map with instructions from the
traditional “pike.” Jack’s father in law, Jim McKinlay, had formed 25 clues as rhymes. For example, clue
#12:
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With eleven anchors down
You certainly would live.
Don’t depend on these anchors here,
They’re merely decorative.
The solution to that one was a restaurant along the Intracoastal festooned with anchors. The successful hunter would place his mark (X)
on the treasure map noting the restaurant. The course ran from the 14th
Street Bridge to the Hillsboro Boulevard Bridge such that no drawbridge need be navigated and no canal had to be entered. In less than a
Jolly Roger, the flag for 1983
watch length, one to eight bells, it was all over. The thirsty fleet returned to Lake Placid to consume vast amounts of grog. The winners collected their booty, and the fleet set
the night watch.
Dropping out of pirate speak for a bit, one should comment on the art of poetry during mid-century America.
My father, William, constructed many poems and had others written about him. Before multimedia made do-it
-yourself videography a booming home industry, creative writing was a powerful force as these clues demonstrate. Jim McKinlay moved to compose an additional poem about being asked to provide rhyming clues for
the treasure hunt by his daughter Sharon. So, I have added it to this story to illustrate the process hidden behind our events.
A daughter told her dad his duty
Was to write of pirate booty
Using words like buccaneer
Describing points for you to “pier.”
A phrase used such as “bounding main”
Can that be used with weathervane?
It would be a pleasure to use treasure,
Gold and bold, mark twain (a measure).
I will be keelhauled if I don’t.
Words such as these are not my wont.
But I shall do the best I can
No “walk the plank” for this old man.
I’m sitting on a powder keg.
The fuse is lit, please hear me beg,
Captain Kidd, please hear my plea,
I wish to live till ninety-three.
Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club
Are going to have a do.
They’ll range the Intracoastal
And sail from clue to clue.
From the 14th St. bridge to Hillsboro
This area is your realm.
So mind your P’s and Q’s
Starboard, port, and helm.
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Just look for all you’ve seen before
And when your search then ends
Set sail for quiet water
And raft up with all your friends.
Arrgh, the Pirate Narrator returns. While shipping out on the bounding main searching for plunder, nine years
seemed to have passed. Unless some scurvy dog has withheld some document, there were no hunts until the
year of our Lord 1992. On the 6th of September, our stalwart fleet lay a course for Treasure Island, known to
the locals as “Peanut.” It consisted of ten of our best vessels setting out on a looting voyage to remember.
Sunday morning dawned clear. The expectation of the crew was high when Pirate King Bill Stahl delivered
the rules to each boat. The hunt was a tad different this year. The island would be scavenged, and no quarter
offered. At high-noon teams reported to the S/V Rainbow’s End for the start. Each of the ten boats that
formed the teams, were given lists of items to be pillaged, and pirate scarfs to identify the team.

It took the winning team of Ron & Colette McKie from Tao, but one hour and four minutes to return with the
loot. This was even though Ron had to retrieve his outboard from the briny deep! Colette had to peel a baking
potato with her fingernail to comply with the demand “one potato peel, not one whole potato.” Fast Filly,
owned by Don & Phyllis Jessup, took second. They thought nothing of asking a perfect stranger for one
French fry. Was this done while holding a cutlass? John & Cindy Tucker, aboard Promise, took third. Two
small notes are needed to complete this yarn. Mike Pilgrim, from Fancy Free, must surrender his pirate membership card because he could not force a diesel mechanic to part with a sales receipt. Nowhere on “Bungee”
Jim Toups’ list was “one young wench,” but that was what his son Matt collected when he brought back to the
boat darling Jennifer. It seems Matt is a true pirate.
And speaking of the opposite sex, the treasure hunt in 1993 had an interesting twist. When that rogue of a captain, Jack Holland, said: “C’mere, me beauty,” he was referring to his teammate Martha Brian and not Sharon.
You see that the hunt rules had changed. Rules, a pirate needs no stinkin rules. The rules established teams of
a male and a female to scavenge for loot; however, they could not be married. The interesting thing about
team Holland/Brian is that Jack was the tallest HISC member, and Martha was the shortest. At one point, Jack
just lifted Martha over an obstacle, and no one cried foul. Writing in the Inlet/Outlet, reporter Bill Stahl noted:
“It’s amazing how much each pair interpreted their list of items and tried to convince the Pirate King that what
they found was what he wanted.” This all got resolved over 151 rum punch.
The last documented hunt, unless someone comes up with new information, was held on Labor Day weekend
in 1994. John Antweiler did come up with new information as you know. It was another cruise to Palm
Beach. There was a write up in the October 1994 issue of the Inlet/Outlet. It was brief, but there were pictures
in Album 1994.

Hatching the plan

The rascals that own the black-flagged sailing vessel Barefoot Elegance, and that would be Pete & Pat Anderson, were members of the
press in 1994. Who knows why they would want honest work like
that? Regardless, in fine pirate speak, Pat stated the event, named Labor Day Weekend Pirate’s Hunt and Cruise, was a roaring success
thanks to the effort of that fearsome pirate, Bill Stahl, and his wicked
wench, Cindy. Saturday dawned bright, clear, and dead calm. The
fleet of 29 boats met at rendezvous in Lake Worth Inlet. That evening
some of the crews pillaged the town for dinner.

With no arrests or casualties, the crews, amounting to more than 50 somewhat sober brigands, assembled
aboard Rainbow’s End and Barefoot Elegance at 11:00 AM the next morning for the hunt’s assault plan. This
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was delivered by Bill and Cindy in salty language while dressed in their “piraty” attire. “To the dinks and
make way by motor or oar” was the command. This event might have been called the rape of Riviera Beach,
were it not for the compliant and downright helpful local merchants who aided the marauding scoundrels to fill
their sacks. The raid proceeded down the Intracoastal, ending up in Lantana. It was there, at 1800 hours, that
the rum ration poured, none-too carefully I might say, by the notorious pirate Bill and wench Cindy. First, we
downed the appropriate amount of grog. Next, came the adjudication of the lists. The crew of Tao was declared the winner; Bold Response was a close second. Many of the group were even sober enough to wend
their way for seafood, and even more rum, at the Old House, Florida’s oldest waterfront restaurant. It should
be noted that the same establishment is still operating in 2019 under the name Key Lime House. I will leave it
to my 2071 readers to determine if it still stands.
As the sands of time in the glass fall, it is unclear 25 years later what happened to the hunt from this point until
2000. Perhaps the pirate spirit fled to one of the other six seas, or got civilized, or just went somewhere below.
But, shiver me timbers, in the fall of that fateful year, the skull and crossed bones were hoisted above the
mainsail, and the rum flowed once again. Editor’s note: The rum never did stop flowing. We HISC members
drinks a bit, don’t ya know.
Let it be known, that in the year of our Lord 2000 AD, Joe Turner, owner of the Catalina 34, Lovepat, declared
it was huntin’ time once more. He had learned that other clubs had run something called Boat Cathelon and
claimed that we should do it too. So, the word went out in the Inlet/Outlet that August 13th shall be known as
Boat Cathelon Day or Jimmy Buffett-A-Thon. “Come all parrot heads and test your knowledge as we challenge all with Jimmy’s lyrics, and you fill in the missing lines.” After the event, Jimmy Buffett Punch will be
served aboard Lovepat, and Tom & Anita Garvey will provide Jimmy’s secret recipe for coconut chicken.
Alas, Jimmy won’t be there, but he says, “have a blast!”
Avast mates, Jimmy might not have been there, and the “cannons don’t thunder,” but, as that pirate Jean
Laffite from Nouvelle Orleans might have said, “laissez le bon temps rouler.” And roll they did. In the role of
Jimmy Buffett, who was otherwise engaged, was our own Tom Garvey. It was said in truth he was all over the
course. Sixteen boats participated, and twelve held six or more HISC participants. Not only were awards given for solving the hunt and racing to the finish line, but boats got awards for best-decorated vessel and bestdecorated crew. “In the money” for the hunt was 1st Leprechaun, 2nd Hey Turkey, and 3rd Paradise.
It was this very first Boat Cathelon that provided the John Antweiler story explained early in this tale. As noted, this story was pieced together, just like the clues in Boat Cathelon. One of the points needed to be visited
by the hunters was Hans Conrad’s home and swimming pool. It was down a very narrow canal. John explained that it took great piloting skills to navigate the canal and back. He managed to do so in Blue Runner, a
Tartan 34, but noted an easier way as he was returning to the Intracoastal. A crew from another boat used their
dinghy to navigate the canal with ease. The clue involved the alligator, as pictured here. And the next clue
was tied to a rock, in the pool under the alligator.
The use of a dinghy came in handy later on. The “Cathelon” part of the
name was due to the challenges on the course. For example, one of the
needed paths involved two feet of water off of Doug Watson’s dock.
Only a rowing dinghy would do. Another site forced the hunters to
dock bow-to-the-pier due to obstacles placed around the dock. Arrgh!
A true pirate would have made speedy elimination of the obstacles with
a touch of cannon work.
Alligator wrangler Pete Gustafson
It was beginning to look like club members were to abandon the pirate-life in 2003 when Bill Shomo, Hang
On Sloopy, announced that Boat Cathelon would be Rescue from Gilligan’s Island. Whoever heard of a buc111

caneer rescuing anyone? Marooning someone on an island called Gilligan perhaps, but saving people; it’s just
not in Blackbeard’s playbook. That being the case, I will just turn this story over to Bill and let him spin his
yarn.
An elite HISC rescue team stormed their way onto newly-discovered Gilligan’s Island on August 2nd and safely returned scores of (well, a few) stranded mariners to safety and into the 21st century.
After receiving strategic information from Eau Joy, Richard & Lisa of Sybarite led the mission, cleverly disguised as New Jersey tourists. Using state of the art stealth dinghies, they were quickly backed up by the
crews of Cracker Jack, Diversion, Joie De Vivre, Just Reward, Kindred Spirit, Mi Nina, Odyssey, Semper Andantes, and Southern Breeze.
The rescuers quickly overcame two pirates guarding an impossibly deep lagoon at Fred and Sue Gregg’s
house. [Robert, the pirate, Teach hear: Well that’s more like it!] Though met by fierce resistance, the HISC
underwater team quickly recovered clues that led them to a weapon of mass saturation (disguised as a water
balloon slingshot) at the home of long-time members Bruce and Linda Holz.
The most dangerous element of the mission was a waterborne assault on the island’s bridge guarded by restless
natives (Bill Shomo had enlisted the help of his neighbors on Terre Mar Island). There was only one HISC
casualty, Tom and Anita Garvey’s dinghy was put out of commission by a 5-gallon bucket of water thrown
from the bridge directly onto their engine, thus ending their daring but tardy assault.
The rescuers quickly moved forward to their last island objective. That was to force a local pirate to release
his captives. Joey, the Barbarian, known to the natives as Joe Tosta, released his captives after forcing rescuers to perform 21 tribal dances and drink an island elixir. Some rescuers were seen staggering back to their
dinghies. The rescue team staged a huge celebration at a raftup on Lake Boca. During the celebration, the rescue team noticed a startling development. There were eight who resembled Gilligan, two professors, two who
looked like Mary Ann, at least three Loveys, two Thurstons, several Skippers, and a cross-dresser. The Skipper, surveying the situation, remarked, “After 40 years on a small island together, everybody starts looking
pretty damn good.”
Well, blow me down, there were some sea-dogs in that last tale, after all. My
final report comes from 2006. As murder is me stock ‘n trade, this adventure
warms the cockles of my evil heart. Harold was murdered, no, it was an accident. Maybe suicide? No, deﬁnitely murder. Our “professional” sleuths did
agree that sex, drugs, and rock & roll were involved. Or were they? The day
dawned sunny and hot. Eight boats picked up their CSI packets at the Hillsboro Inlet Bridge. Aloha arrived on an incoming wave, from Hawaii, depicting
Poor Harold
the detectives from Hawaii 5-0. The packets distributed, it was off to discover
the clues and determine what had happened. They found Harold hanging from his spinnaker halyard, dead!
Boats were required to figure out where the “clues” were on the ICW based on pictures provided. To prove
they found them, they had to “stand” where the devious dog of a hunt organizer did and line up the items in the
picture and take a GPS reading. The best navigator/detective was Glory Daze, actually getting one of the spots
exact.
Along the way was a rest stop at Jamie & Cindy Cowan’s house. With help from Tim & Maureen Leonard,
they handed out a potent concoction to our thirsty detectives. As extra bonus points, you had to name the
drink. Your only clue was that the drink was something the Commodore liked, and it wasn’t Jack Daniels! A
few boats got it. The drink was a Southern Breeze.
The motley crews rendezvoused in Lake Boca, where most of them went for a much-needed swim.
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(Detectiving is hard and tiring work!) The evening festivities began with our Potluck dinner at 6 PM. As usual, the food was great. Before dessert, those not in costumes went to get dressed. We had Mr. & Mrs. Sherlock Holmes (Tipsea), Inspector Clouseau, Kato & the mysterious red-haired Lady (Cheerios), Hawaii 5-0
(Aloha), Ms. Marple & McCleod (Joie de Vivre - Julie’s mother & husband), Texas Walker Ranger & the new
Get Smart Agent 69 (Southern Breeze) and inspector Gadget (Joie de Vivre). Winning for best costume was
the appropriately named couple Greg & Janna Holmes as Mr. & Mrs. Sherlock
Holmes.
While eating the overabundance of desserts, each boat that participated told
their story on how Harold ended up dead. Harold joined us hanging from the
halyard of Joie de Vivre to listen to his demise. The Sempre Amantes story,
told by Judy, won for best story. Aloha won for best overall participation in
the event. I wish there were color pictures of the hunt in 2006, but sadly there
are none. Boat Cathelon slogged on for three more years, like beating to the
windward mark; however, you now know the best, or the worst, tales of the
mangy hunters from the HISC.

It’s elementary
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Teller: Bob & Joe Tosta
Great Storm on Great Sale
I would like to tell you, my faithful readers, that everything you are going to read in this tale is absolutely true.
Sadly, I cannot. It is a reconstruction from a 1992 article in the Inlet/Outlet by Michael Hochfeld and the recollections of Joseph (Joey) Tosta. It was difficult for Joey to remember a day, almost thirty years earlier.
Heck, it is hard for me to recall a story that happened last week. Hard as it may be, we must forge on together.
Michael provides some irrefutable facts, and I am trying to adjust the pieces of Joey’s dialog to make a
“perfect picture.”
Let’s start with something with which we can be sure; the adventure began on Saturday evening around 8:30
PM, June 27, 1992. Seven boats agreed to rendezvous on Great Sale Cay twenty-four hours later. Some of the
vessels struck out on their own, some “buddy-sailed” in a small flotilla. It is unclear which boats sailed in a
pack, and which ones sallied forth alone. Joey, aboard Mi Amore, thinks that they split tacks with the fleet and
went their own way into the Gulfstream. The float-plan was the same. You left Hillsboro Inlet, passed south
of Memory Rock, by Mangrove Cay, and dropped anchor in the southern part of Great Sale Cay.

The Route to Great Sales Cay
Put a thumbtack on the travelogue while we ponder a mystery. How did Great Sale Cay get its name? I asked
that question to Google, that great oracle of the early 21st century. I was not the only one. In 2006 a gentleman cruising the Bahamas left this message on the Internet. “I don’t know if there was a “blue light special”
on cays at some point, and someone bought this, but it sure has a fascinating name. Whoever bought it sure
hasn’t done much with it. There are the remains of an abandoned NASA/missile tracking site here, but other
than that, there’s nothing.” Nobody seems to know. If by the time this tome gets committed to ink on paper, I
find out, I will report it to you.
Extract that thumbtack and return with Joey and me to that fateful June weekend. The best I can reproduce
from the article, this was the fleet: Mike & Valerie Hochfeld (Limey Lady), John & Elizabeth Snyder
(Seashell), John & Margaret Cotton (Thumper), and Pat & Martha Bryan (Chateau Lafite) sailed together, we
think. Mi Amore charted her way as recalled by Joey. Al & Peggy Epstein (Peggy E) sailed from Boca Raton,
and Phil & Wendy Wallace (O-No) arrived from, who knows where. Michael reported that those boats who
made the voyage under sail had a fast and comfortable beam reach. Contrast that with the motor-sailors who
took a pounding from those same winds. Mal-de-mar struck down many of the stout souls who thought the
motor would be beneficial.
By 4:30 PM Sunday, all seven HISC boats were in the anchorage, joining a large fleet of other watercraft. Big
boats, small boats, sailboats, and powerboats filled the cove. The evening meal was modest. All hands were
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dog tired as only those who made rough passage would know. The gang knew something else. All of the
weather signs were bad! Some tried to get some needed sleep. Others kept watch for the tempest that everyone knew was yet to come.
The wind blew. It screamed in the rigging and measured 60 knots. Zeus tossed lightning bolts with the requisite thunder to set nature’s stage for the play that would soon unfold. It rained, it poured, and all boats strained
at their anchors. Suddenly, the wicked night air filled with another sound. A helicopter, out on a night like
this? Indeed, it was. An accident aboard a powerboat required a medevac flight to a hospital. But that was
not the only evacuation going on.
In the middle of all this drama, a dinghy appeared being towed by a swimmer. Betty Snyder was sitting in this
pram, appropriately wearing a personal flotation device (called in those days a life vest) and clutching her
purse. And what was moving this minimal craft? It was Newell Eisele in the water dragging his charge toward Limey Lady. Something had happened to Seashell. That was obvious to even the most casual observer,
but where was the boat, and where was its skipper John?
Seashell’s anchor was not up to the job. The wind, creating unusually
high waves, had taken the sailboat, lifted it entirely out of the water,
and deposited it unceremoniously on to the coral shore. While drifting,
Seashell had issued a MAYDAY call. John Cotton, aboard Thumper,
heard the signal. He and Newell immediately jumped into their dink
and headed for shore. Tommy Ryan stayed aboard to man the radio.
The rescue dinghy found John and Betty clinging on to Seashell’s tender. John Cotton ferried John Snyder to one boat, while Newell towed
Betty to safety aboard Limey Lady. As the blowing subsided a bit, the
Snyders were reunited. Michael Hochfeld served drinks all around.
Nothing like a tot of rum to calm a distressed nervous system. As he lifted his glass, Mike acknowledged John
Cotton and Newell Eisele. “It is an honor to sail with people such as these.” Enough for one day. They all
turned in for the night.
Monday morning found Seashell high and dry. The boats of the HISC
all motored over to the stranded vessel. After a careful assessment of
the damage, it was deemed “minimal.” There was a sickening list to
starboard; however, the hull was sound, and not holed. There was conversation focused on whether the ship could be towed back into the water without causing further damage. All day Monday all hands tried
contacting some service, back in the States, who could do the salvage.
No one in the Bahamas had a large enough boat available at the time.
In the late afternoon, SeaTow of Palm Beach said they could do the job,
but the soonest they could arrive was Wednesday.
Monday afternoon, the storms returned. Several boats, once again, dragged their anchors. Limey Lady found
herself in that situation, but fortunately there were no severe consequences. Unfortunately, star-crossed Seashell sustained more damage. Wave action caused her to lose a foot and a half of her rudder. The weather improved on Tuesday. Due to a commitment to pick up guests on Green Turtle Cay, the now smaller HISC fleet
consisted only of Limey Lady, Chateau Lafite, Mi Amore, and of course, Seashell. Members still on the scene
formed a salvage team and worked all day to remove equipment and assorted gear from the wreck. Everything
except personal items found its way to Hochfeld’s boat.
Right on schedule, SeaTow arrived on Wednesday at 3:00 PM. The salvors met with John and Betty, surveyed
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the damage, and promised to do their best. SeaTow, old hands at this type of situation, had a plan. They started by placing a rope harness around the hull. For three hours, all hands gathered driftwood, branches, grasses,
and any other small objects they could find, and stacked these items just forward of the bow. At 7:00 PM, they
started to pull. The tow line went taut, the crew held its collective breath, and the boat moved an inch. Slowly, inch by inch, the hull climbed the strategically placed debris field, and then slid forward into the water.
And there it was, Seashell floating free in the clear blue Bahamian water. No leaks, floating on even keel, the
sailboat looked like nothing ever happened. In truth, the rudder damage meant that the cruise was over for
Seashell, but not for John and Betty. SeaTow could not handle passengers, so the Snyders were on their own.

Joey & Georgette on Mi Amore

At first, the team talked about transporting John and Betty to the nearest
airport, but hey, this is a vacation. You are among friends, HISC mates.
Joe & Georgette Tosta invited John & Betty Snyder aboard Mi Amore;
a Tayana 37 has plenty of cabin space. For the next three days, the
small fleet enjoyed excellent weather. The winds were very favorable.
They dropped the hook in the usual spots in the Abacos, and Mike remarked that the snorkeling was outstanding. One small favorable footnote to the salvage operation. Limey Lady was starting to show signs of
old age. The house batteries ran down because they could not receive a
charge, which led to an inability to start the diesel. Quick, like a bunny,
Mike pulled out Seashell’s generator. After a brief charge, the engine

once more became operational.
The supplies from salvage yielded more than a generator; there was a cornucopia of food and drink. Did I ever
mention that we drinks a bit? Of course, I did. So the fleet enjoyed every diversion that they planned for in
the months leading up to the cruise. The end of the week found Mi Amore going on its own course. John felt
the need to get back to Palm Beach to supervise the repair. Joey left the castaways in Marsh Harbor to head
for home. As the bard said, “all’s well that ends well.”
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Teller: John Snyder & Bob, from an article in the September 1991 Inlet/Outlet
Michael and the Costco Kid
or It’s Better in the Bahamas,
but how would we know?
By John Snyder [with light editing by Bob]
The cast of Characters:
Jinnie Heinemann in Jinnie Lynn
Valerie Hochfeld in Limey Lady
Elizabeth Snyder in SeaShell

Three very hard-working ladies who each seriously need a stress-free
vacation.

John & Elizabeth Snyder

Rolf Heinemann, Skipper of Jinnie Lynn
and named the Costco Kid because he buys everything at that gigantic warehouse discount store. Need
a 50-pound bag of rice? A couple of tires? box of ketchup? A Zodiac inflatable? Costco is the place
for you! One of Jinnie’s most attractive bathing suits? Costco? Of course.
Raye Anrig
Skipper of Pres de la Cote. He was smart enough not to join our fleet (perhaps he couldn’t find us) and
he ended up in the Bahamas too: Single-handed. Good man!

Dick and Sue Ellen Long
Their boat, the S/V Tananarive. We never got to Lake Sylvia, they never got to Lake Boca so we didn’t link up. They did, however, manage to get to the Abacos.
Ken and Dianne Voss
Owners and Skippers of Panacea. The press of business kept them at home. Lucky, lucky.
Michael Hochfeld
Skipper of Limey Lady, a vessel sometimes lovingly referred to as “Leaky Lady” (this nickname refers
to the vessel in rainfall, not a condition of the vessel’s namesake), whose nooks and crannies hold more
gadgets, repair items, tools and incidentals than any similar vessel in recent memory. How many vessels do you know that carry a material called “Barge”? Barge comes in a tube and glues, welds, joins,
and mends everything. Probably removes warts. Whatever you need, from a tow to a twist tie,
Michael’s your man!
Willa and C.C. Williams
Owners and Skippers of Windswept, a Whitby 42. They finally ran out of patience and went across
without us.
The Heinemann Kids
Miscellaneous assortment (five as of this writing) of teenagers in residence at the Heinemann household, some of whom actually belong to Rolf and Jinnie. They performed various missions of mercy
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during our fateful vacation.

Mary Greenblath
Chatted with the fleet from time to time via VHF while we were anchored in Lake Boca.
John Snyder
A victim.
We were not ready! After planning this trip for the past several months, after consorting, meeting, phoning,
chatting and discussing, after buying, provisioning, storing, agonizing over whether to take this and not take
that, we were still not ready! June 7th, a Friday, arrived at about the same time a nasty weather front settled in
over the region. It rained hard most of Friday afternoon so we decided to postpone our rendezvous in Lake
Boca until Saturday. Fine with me. We managed to get underway late Saturday afternoon. We passed Bob
and Alice McMullin and friends in Cheers as we motored down the Hillsboro River toward the ICW. I remember shouting, “We’re outbound for the Abacos!” as we passed, they waved back their best wishes.
We were rafted in Lake Boca with Jinnie Lynn and Limey Lady. Windswept was anchored nearby. We decided to cross that night and got underway about dusk with less than ideal weather conditions. Seas about six feet
(the more I tell this story, the higher those waves get) with the wind out of the east northeast — right on the
nose for our course to Memory Rock. After about two hours of plowing dead into wind and sea and making a
net distance of about four nautical miles, we decided to turn back to try crossing another night after this horrible front passed through. What took us two hours out took us only 45 minutes back. SeaShell entered Boca
Inlet and we arrived there simultaneously with a deluge! A deluge, do you hear? Talk about your legendary
tall cow and the flat rock. SeaShell’s screwy bimini top ends at a point exactly above the center of the top of
the helmsman’s head. In addition to the sheets of rain pouring down from the heavens, I (the helmsman) was
treated to a waterfall-like runoff from the bimini. Naturally, our yellows were below, snug in the hanging
locker.
“I WANT TO GO HOME!” Hot tears mingled with chilly rain as we cleared
the Boca Inlet Bridge. So, we went home. “Limey Lady, Limey Lady, this is
SeaShell.” Talked on my handheld to Michael, anchored in Lake Boca, from
my screened porch six floors above the Hillsboro River (Hillsboro Canal?).
We had spent a most restful night in our cozy bed after a nice hot shower and
were feeling pretty nifty on this fine Sunday morning. We arranged to join the
fleet sometime in the forenoon. Delivered a Sunday newspaper to each of the
Star-crossed S/V SeaShell other boats, too. Cost a buck apiece, I might add! Took our new inflatable for
a test spin. Tried for half an hour to start that miserable, balky chunk of iron!
Elizabeth handed the Owner’s Manual back and forth to me as I checked each knob and valve. No luck. Michael asked if he could try.
“With pleasure,” said I. “Could we put a little gas in the tank?” said Mike. “Certainly!” said I. Sucker started
on the second pull!
Weather the same — perhaps a little worse — Sunday evening. Stay in Lake Boca another night was the consensus. For a change of scenery, I suggested that we motor up the ditch on Monday morning and wait out the
nasties at Cannonsport and then cross from there. Hot dog! At last we were on our way — if not to the Islands
just yet, at least we were under way to somewhere!
Suddenly we heard the nasty whistle of the alarm and the overheat light came on. We were in the middle of
the ICW above the Spanish River bridge, and we got a blockage in the cooling water system. We alerted our
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companions. Betty took the helm and I headed below. Closed the seacock and managed, I thought, to clear
the plug. It’s not too difficult in our boat — there is a fairly short hose from the seacock to the strainer and
usually I can blow it clear or run a stiff wire though. This time, however, when we restarted the engine, the
heat light and alarm shut us down again and we asked for help. Jinnie Lynn took us in tow. We tried to crank
the beast again with the same result. “Oy vey!” (Vaddever dat means), said I.
Conference. Rolf called his home and one of his kids would come out and tow us with Rolf’s little powerboat
to the Heinemann’s dock since we were very near to their home in Boca. Called Diesel Mechanics Co-op
(DMC) and they agreed to come to Rolf’s home and get us going. Safely tied up at Heinemann’s, I called
DMC and their man arrived shortly thereafter. In the meanwhile, I had gone below on SeaShell to clear some
working room for the mechanic. I shined my ﬂashlight on the seacock and immediately looked away. I could
not believe what I saw… did not want to believe what I saw. After I had cleared the blockage, I closed the
seacock in order to reattach the hose to the strainer, and… I can hardly say it (sob)… I had forgotten to reopen
the seacock.
Well, since the mechanic was already there, I figured he might as well check things out. Three hours and $200
later we got underway again, out to the ICW and headed for Lake Worth.
Heh, heh, heh, ho, ho, ho, hee, hee, hee. Sailing vacations are such great fun!
“Royal Palm Bridge, Royal Palm Bridge, this is Jinnie Lynn.”

S/V Jinnie Lynn

Elizabeth and I listened in horror! We were tooling up the ICW, enjoying our
well-deserved Dewar’s and club soda, a plate of cheese and crackers supported
grandly by our new cockpit table (thanks, Pelican) [editor’s note: see the story
Awards, Trophies, and Flags to find out what the Pelican is about.] and with
SeaShell under the firm control of our new auto pilot (thanks, John Eckhart),
rejuvenated Yanmar purring away below, when misfortune struck again!

The Royal Palm Bridge connecting West Palm to Palm Beach was inoperable. The bridge computer had failed
and would not be operational until at least late Tuesday! The bridge would be opened manually for the last
time on Monday at 7:30 PM. We will be, according to my calculations, about a half an hour late. Jinnie Lynn,
Limey Lady, and Windswept, three hours ahead, made it through. SeaShell did not.
The sign at the Palm Beach Municipal Marina, just to the south and east of the Royal Palm bridge, declared
that dockage was limited to vessels of 100 feet minimum. I didn’t care. I docked there anyway. The security
guard and a girl from Berry Sweet, a 97-foot Broward, (what about that 100-foot restriction — maybe I misread that sign in the fading light of dusk) helped us tie up. I asked the young lady if there was a place nearby
where we could buy some ice. She replied that she would give us some ice. Berry Sweet has seven, count ’em
seven, ice makers aboard! Geez! We got enough ice to fill all our coolers!
Tuesday morning the villainous bridge was opened manually at about 9:05 and SeaShell and fourteen thousand
other vessels poured through.
We joined the rest of the fleet at Cannonsport Marina. Windswept was anchored in Lake Worth, champing at
the bit to cross. Weather remained pretty much the same.
The hard-working girls went shopping on Singer Island. A T-shirt or two was purchased along with necessary
food stores. Note that Val bought some coconuts. The guys waited out a 3:00 PM happy hour start (draft beer
for a buck!) at a local beachfront gin mill and passed the time by gawking at the astonishing array of bikinis
that passed to and fro. Barbeque on the marina’s dock that evening.
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Rex and Judy Nunn had driven up from LHP to join us. It was a lovely evening. Windswept decided to cross
that night and we heard later that they made it after a fairly rough passage. We decided to wait it out for one
more night and the following morning we opted to take advantage of the beautiful reaching conditions sailing
south, so we returned to Lake Boca.
It was a glorious morning sailing along the coast to the Boca Inlet. But the Devil still had us in the grasp of
one ugly claw! Suddenly I alerted Betty that I could smell diesel and ducked below to pull off the engine cover. Fuel was pulsing out of the bleed screw at the high-pressure pipe (not the one previously repaired, the other one) so we shut down. The head of the bleed screw had broken off. Jinnie Lynn to the rescue. Under tow
again! Rats!
The worst part of being towed through the Boca Inlet was the incredibly rude behavior and monstrous wake of
the commercial dive boat which cut us no slack whatsoever in spite of the fact that he knew we were a vessel
under tow.
Diesel Mechanics Co-Op would have a man meet me in the morning at the launching dock just north of Lake
Boca.
After we were all safely rafted, the Heinemanns announced their intention to go home that night to check up
on various things and then to join us again the following afternoon. We persuaded them to stay the night and
go home in the morning.
As the ladies of the fleet, now down to three vessels, prepared the evening meal and the various skippers
dulled the sharp pains of the memories of the day’s events in the comfortable company of John Barleycorn, a
piercing cry shrieked out of Limey Lady’s galley! Val, while trying to eviscerate the meat out of a coconut
shell, had eviscerated the meat out of her left thumb! Jinnie, a surgical nurse par excellence, promptly announced that stitches would be required. A cellular call to the Heinemann’s kids to meet us at the aforementioned dock, a quick trip in SeaShell’s new Avon and Val, Mike, and Jinnie were on the way to the Boca Hospital emergency room. It was after 11:00 PM till all parties were safely back aboard their various yachts. We
all felt that this particular event was a premonition of the end of our ill-starred vacation: SeaShell’s many
problems and now Val’s major injury seemed to be the last straw.
But, no! With the dawning of a beautiful new day, Val, a native of the land of the stiff upper lip, announced
that she believed that she would be able to continue with our vacation and, after a brief visit by the mechanic
from DMC, we were confident that we would be able to make the crossing that night.
An amusing aside to this particular accident was that, according to Michael, the emergency room surgeon, who
obviously had been a tailor in a previous incarnation, upon completing the stitching (seven) of Valerie’s
wound, announced his dissatisfaction with the work he had done. He immediately re-numbed the thumb, removed the slipshod stitches and redid the entire job! Much, much better this time!
Rolf and Jinnie, equipped with our lists of grocery needs, headed for home to rejoin us in the afternoon.
Then we got an ominous transmission from Jinnie Lynn dockside at home. Alas, the Heinemanns, because of
the press of personal affairs, must stay close to U.S. shores in case they need to make a fast trip home. Rolf
and Jinnie urge us to go on to the islands without them. Not so! We are all together and it is our decision that
we all will stay close in and spend the rest of our time cruising down around the Keys. The Heinemanns rejoined us and we planned to sail to Lake Sylvia the following morning.
We had a beautiful sail down, the best so far, and we are, at last, on vacation! Have we finally left the Devil
behind stewing in his own evil juices?
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The three boats got an early start out of Lake Sylvia thanks to a sortie at dawn by a bunch of idiots in a ski
boat. Val, feeling a little better this morning, said, “thank you.”
In the wake of a lovely sail down to Government Cut our troubles seemed finally to be behind us and we
looked forward to some great days in the Bay and in the Keys. Into the huge Dinner Key Marina where we
docked side by side and then walked into Coconut Grove for a nice, if somewhat pricey, Mexican dinner at
Frog’s. Coconut Grove is wonderfully glitzy and bizarre, especially on weekends. We had a marvelous time
strolling and gawking! To say that many of the young ladies seen there dress for maximum enticement is to
understate the obvious.
Sunday. A “lay” day. The ladies did some laundry and the guys kept themselves busy
swapping lies among themselves and others tied up nearby.
Conference. We will get underway late that afternoon for the first leg of our passage
to the Keys. Anchor off Hurricane Hole that night and then spend the day sailing in
the Bay and head for an anchorage off Elliot Key in the late afternoon.
We helped Limey Lady get away from the dock and Jinnie Lynn followed.
SeaShell began to back away from her slip when… Up jumped the Devil… again!
S/V Limey Lady
While backing away from the slip, a stern line, still attached to the boat’s after port
cleat, accidentally dropped overboard. Did it get wound around the propeller shaft? What kind of a question
is that? Of course, it did!
I stopped the engine immediately and with the help of a lovely couple from the sailboat in the slip to our port
side, we secured SeaShell to some dolphins so I could go over and clear the line from the shaft. Over I go.

“Holy spinnaker, Batman! I think our vacation’s over!”
One quick look and I know our vacation is over! We have broken the propeller shaft strut. This will be an out
-of-water repair.
We manhandled SeaShell back into the slip and once again called the other boats to report our misfortune.
Gloom, gloom, gloom surrounded us.
Our plan was to get a tow to a marina somewhere, rent a station wagon, offload all our baggage and food and
go home to wait out the repairs.
Michael, Rolf, Val, and Jinnie will hear nothing of that kind of nonsense! Jinnie Lynn will follow us to the
marina where we will throw our baggage aboard her and we will sail with the Heinemanns until SeaShell is
seaworthy again. The prospect of spending a few days on a 40-foot, air-conditioned Endeavour with an ice
maker is not unattractive.
This show of support from our sailing companions lifted Betty’s and my spirits immeasurably and dulled the
sting of our continued misfortune.
On Monday morning, arrangements were made. Florida Yacht Charters will order the parts and perform the
necessary repairs. We were towed from Dinner Key Marina to Jones Boatyard ’way up the Miami River, a
fascinating voyage in itself.
While waiting for Jinnie Lynn, Betty and I struck out in search of lunch. About a thousand yards down the
road from Jones’, but still in Miami, we crossed the border into a strange world by wandering into a restaurant
recommended by one of the boatyard workers. Well, no English was spoken here and I am embarrassed
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(seriously) that I am unilingual. Since we couldn’t read the menu, we cast furtive glances at the food the several patrons were devouring with “mucho gusto.” Did I mention that this was an open-air restaurant? Did I
mention that I had previously believed houseflies to be exceptionally rare in South Florida? Anyway, since we
couldn’t identify the animal parts and bones peeking through the mounds of rice on the various platters, we
decided on a hasty retreat! A quick visit behind the puertos labelled Damas and Hombres and we be-bopped
back to the boatyard where Jinnie Lynn now waited. From this point on, the events of our vacation proceeded
without further disaster. This was because SeaShell cannot run into anything, cannot suck up anything, cannot
overheat, and cannot sink. She was sitting on dry land, her skipper now a mere passenger on a well-run yacht.
Jinnie Lynn joined Limey Lady in Biscayne Bay and we sailed down to Elliot Key that afternoon. The next
morning, we got underway for Tarpon Basin after a refreshing swim in the Bay. We spent the week doing this
and that, and the only minor discomforts we experienced were an abundance of mosquitos at several of our
stopovers and a minor delay at the Jewfish Creek bridge (“Jewish Creek” bridge, as one powerboater hailed on
VHF) on our way back north.
We were amused by the gentle play of the two boat dogs with us: Tessie, an Australian terrier in Limey Lady,
and Boomer, a shitz ooh (anybody know how to spell that?) in Jinnie Lynn. Whenever we were rafted together
(every night, in fact) these two would race around the decks and prance from boat to boat and delight the six of
us with their antics. That Boomer, although merely approaching doggie puberty, is a lusty little rascal and we
all were comforted with the knowledge that Tessie had been spayed. Rolf had to go overboard to rescue Tess
one evening when she missed a long jump between boats and hit the drink.
So, the lazy comfortable days slipped by without events other than pleasant ones intruding upon us.
We were in touch daily with the folks taking care of SeaShell and were advised that she would be ready on Friday at noon. We sailed to Bayside Marina in Miami on Thursday and spent a few hours ashore browsing the
many shops there. Bayside is a delightful port of call for a short cruise from Fort Lauderdale. Dockage is
plentiful and cheap. Restaurants abound, the entertainment there is always fun, and there’s a wide variety of
ethnic foods in the upper deck food court. It’s vibrant and cosmopolitan! There’s even a Sharper Image store
there! Wow!
On Friday morning we breakfasted at one of the food stands at the aforementioned food court and then the ladies descended upon the shops and the gentlemen taxied to Jones’. SeaShell was in the water just about ready
to go. At last Michael, Rolf and I chugged down the Miami River, past a party of police boats and divers
searching the river bottom for whatever, to the Se habla Inglais marina where we could replenish SeaShell’s
boxes with block ice. As we were loading ice, we were approached by a film crew taping material for a Spanish-language television station. They wanted to come aboard and have us take them out into the river so they
could film the bridge opening and closing. No problem, we accommodated them. But that’s another story. I
have the tape. You wanna borrow it, it’ll cost ya a buck. Just
kidding.
We joined the ladies at Bayside, shuffled the deck until Rolf
and Jinnie ended up on Jinnie Lynn, Michael and Valorie ended
up on Limey Lady and Elizabeth and I ended up on SeaShell.
Off to the blue water we sailed!

Coconuts (circa 2019)
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We enjoyed another delightful sail up to Port Everglades and
came into Bahia Mar for the evening. As SeaShell was easing
into her assigned slip, we spied the ubiquitous Rex Nunn trucking down the dock! Where did he come from? He helped us tie

up and explained that he was in the area looking at sailboats. He and Judy are going to buy one — sold their
stinkpot, you know. After a refreshing dip in the Bahia Mar pool, we walked up the road to Coconuts for a
delightful dinner. Our number had increased to ten: we had been joined by Rex & Judy Nunn and Lee & Betty
Newton.
On Monday morning, Limey Lady got underway early. SeaShell and Jinnie Lynn followed soon after. We had
another pleasant sail up to Hillsboro Inlet and motored up the ditch to home.
Our vacation was over. Did we have fun? Did we have a good vacation? Was the money worth what the extraordinary events of those days cost us? Well, expensive boat repairs do happen from time to time, we all
know that. Could have been much worse had we actually been able to cross and have had these things happen
in the Bahamas. So, did we have a good vacation?
Yes!

We had a wonderful time. We spent sixteen days with our friends. They were warm and caring. They looked
after us, we looked after them, and it was just simply grand.
Betty and I can claim direct responsibility for bringing these couples into the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club:
Mike and Val, Rolf and Jinnie, Rex and Judy, and C.C. and Willa. How fortunate for all of us that we were
able to do that.
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Teller: Bob & John Tucker
HISC Members’ Cookbook
Since the early days of our club, we had always raised funds needed for
the Youth Sailing program by holding an auction. In 1994, we decided
to try something new. The HISC would create, print, and sell a cookbook. John Tucker was Vice Commodore that year. He explained the
history of the HISC Cookbook, published during his Commodore Year.
Michael and Valerie Hochfeld were the editors of the Inlet/Outlet
(ION). They were the driving force of the project. You might consider
them the executive chefs of this meal. In the end, they organized, compiled, and produced the spiral-bound book of 140 pages. As you can
see in the picture, the title was Sailor’s Choice, The 1995 HISC Members’ Cookbook..
Working under the Hochfelds was a committee of three “cooks.” They were Judy Nunn, Cindy Stahl, and
Elizabeth Knickerbocker. An ad appeared in the ION in June of 1994. It read, “We need recipes for the HISC
Cookbook.” Now, it was not as if members had never shared recipes. As cruisers, we had always shared suggestions on how to feed a hungry cruising crew. What changed? We were going to publish a book, and we
were going to make a profit.
The cookbook committee had their work cut out as the recipes came pouring in. Like other cookbooks, this
document had food categories for chapters. It was only the names of the sections that were titled to fit our
cruising theme.

1. Appetizers (Running Before the Wind)
2. Drinks (Sun Over the Yardarm)
3. Bread (Weigh-Hey and up she Rises)
4. Soup & Salad (Harbor Lights)
5. Entrees (Bounty on the Main)
6. Vegetables (In Hot Pursuit)
7. Desert (Aft Quarters)
It took a year to get the book produced. Pat Anderson added a front and
back cover featuring her artwork. It had a spiral binding so it would lie
flat in the galley. In the summer of 1995, the ION ran a feature story
about the Quartermaster. It showed a picture of Elizabeth holding the
finished product. She said, “The recipe book is a true collector’s item.
It’s a great gift idea.”
It is unclear if the sale of the book made a significant contribution to
Youth Sailing. It certainly had enough margin to make a profit. It cost
the club $5.00, and we sold it for $9.00. John Tucker thinks that we
printed 500 copies, and there were none left over. That would suggest
the HISC made $2,000. The goal was to raise $3,000. So, by that metric, we missed our mark.
Elizabeth Knickerbocker
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Further, the club still had a fundraising auction in October. The name implied that there were going to be other editions in future years, but that never happened. The cookbook, however, did not lose money, so it must be
considered a success. Everyone loved the book. Members are still making the cruising fare suggested in this
publication. Two recipes are listed below as a sample for you to enjoy.
This first item came from Henry Folkerson, Windchild, who had a reputation to maintain. This recipe was developed by a club member with nothing else to eat while laying at anchor waiting for a dinghy. I think you
would agree that Henry was a character.
Henry’s Baked Beans and Diesel Fuel
Warning: This recipe has not been approved by any government agency. The consumption of any or all of the
ingredients may or may not be beneficial or detrimental to your health.
Warning: A tin can opened by mechanical or other means may have a sharp edge on which you can cut yourself. A cut may lead to infection, dismemberment, and death.
Warning: Food left in a tin can may spoil. Eating spoiled food may lead to blood poisoning and death.
Warning: Baked beans may cause stomach gas, creating socially embarrassing situations leading to annoyance,
violence, and death.
Ingredients:
A can of brown baked beans
Eggs
Bread
Rum
Brown sugar
Diesel fuel
Breakfast:
Open can of brown baked beans. Heat to suit. Fry one or two eggs, place fried eggs on a plate, and cover
with about one-third of the baked beans. Serve and eat.
Lunch:
Add two or three handfuls of brown sugar to the baked beans remaining in the tin can. Fill balance of the
can with rum. Place leftover bread on plate and heat beans to suit. Serve and eat.
Dinner:
Pour rum into bean can until full. Mix well. Drink any remaining rum in bottle. Eat directly from can
with spoon.
When dinner is over, do not dispose of empty can, but use it to hold diesel fuel, which makes an excellent
paint thinner for cleaning brushes.
Warning: Do not mistake diesel fuel for rum. Cutting the lip on sharp edge may occur, followed by accidentally tossing the can into environmentally protected waters with resultant endangerment to protected species. Violent stomach convulsions necessitating medical evacuation from the boat and Coast Guard inspection of the
holding tank system may also occur.
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The following recipe was played straight and is typical of the other items found in the book. It also reminded
me of meals I once prepared aboard my Bristol 26 in the mid-1970s. In my case, the galley stove was a twoburner, alcohol-fueled, gem. I trust that Binnie Hightower’s Hunter 34, Finesse, had more modern appliances.
Sausages and Peppers
Ingredients:
Hot Italian sausages (fork pierced)
2 Large garlic cloves (minced)
1 Sliced red pepper
2 Sliced green pepper
1 Sliced large onion
1 16 oz can black beans
1 16 oz can tomato sauce
2 Tbl oil
Directions:
Brown the sausages and drain.
Sauté in oil the garlic, peppers, and onion until soft.
Add the sausage, beans, and tomato sauce.
Simmer for 1 hour.
Serve over rice.
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Teller: Bob, Jim Toups
Awards, Trophies, and Flags
Bits and pieces of this story are to be found elsewhere in this magnificent collection of Hillsboro Inlet Sailing
Club lure. We are fond of recognizing achievement through the vehicle of an artifact. Let me bring up some
of them in this story. One such object, the infamous Doufuss, has its own story, so no repetition here. The
first tale in this story is the Golden Mermaid. It was the creation of James “Bungee Jim” Toups, so it altogether fits that I use his words (and my own humorous editing) to describe the short history of this award.
Turn back the clock, if you will, to the spring of 1985. Bungee Jim is the Cruise Chairman that year. At the
May General Meeting, he had an announcement that was a “big deal.” Without going into details, James proclaimed that there would be an award given annually to that boat and crew that best exemplified the spirit of
cruising. Then he sat down. True to his promise, the cruising column in the next Inlet/Outlet “explained” the
rules for the award. See if you can make sense of this.
The Cruising Chairman will award the famous Golden Mermaid to the cruiser who accumulates the most points during the cruising season. OK, so far, so good. There is a
“precise” rating system listed herein. You will receive a point for every cruise attended,
just like the points for the cruising flags. Now it gets complex. The boat gets one point
for every ten nautical miles traveled powered by wind, diesel, or muscle. At the discretion
of the committee and subject to be overruled by the chairman, the following modifications
are in effect. The skipper can glean up to ten points for seamanship and boating skill.
General cruising knowledge, whatever that is, gains the vessel up to ten more points.
Even if you have a deficit of sailing skills, you can earn up to ten points by presenting excellent storytelling skills at the raft-up. Points can come from cruising “inventory,” believe it or not. And what is that? If your craft has LORAN, a HAM radio, RDF, VHF radio, roller furling, or even a bowsprit, you get up to ten points. Jim, it must be noted, had
Mermaid fender a category called “munchie” points. You can earn same for sharing food and drink with
other folks at the raft-up.
Bungee Jim added some words of caution. To prevent someone from “buying” the Golden Mermaid, merely
purchasing gear, or telling boring stories, Toups added negative points. Here is how you lose points. Do any
of the following, and you deplete your score. Run aground, screwup using said cruising inventory, people
yawning or falling asleep while spinning your yarns, or drag anchor are all ways to secure demerits.
If the rules seem a tad complex, the awarding of the Golden Mermaid was sketchy too. After much debate, Ed
& Daisy Marill (Siesta) won in 1985 and earned a statuette of a mermaid sitting on a piling. Jim says a photo
taken at Change of Command on March 1, 1986, exists, but he does not have it, and there is no print in either
the ION nor the photo albums for that year. In a note to me in May of 2020, Bungee Jim fessed up to the fact
that Siesta won for just attending the most cruises. None of the additional criteria mattered. The very first
Golden Mermaid was a small boat fender shown in the picture. Gold paint kept with the theme. The mermaid
had a length of line tied through a donut-shaped ring at the top of her head. It was after that that we started using an official statue. Bungee Jim tells me he is still looking for the figurine of sainted memory in the junk
closet as hope springs eternal.
The following year two boats won as it was a tie. Peter & Pat Anderson (Pride) and Stan & Sandy Milam
(Sandy Dollar) took home the prize. That last couple took over the cruising chair and promised to continue the
Golden Mermaid, but the record does not show it ever happened. Stan kept reporting those in the hunt, but
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there was no ION report at Change of Command of a 1987 winner. Your humble (maybe not so humble)
chronicler believes the award continued into the final years of the 1980s, but no written nor photographic proof
exists. So fades the mermaid back into the sea and lives only in the yarns spun by our older members.
The cruisers seem to have been terribly jealous of the racers and their “blank” after-race parties because they
kept dreaming up prizes for cruising events. Once the Golden Mermaid began to fade, there arose the Pelican
like the fabled Phoenix. Before I explain what this award was, I should chronicle the various spellings. There
were PELICAN and Peli-can, and finally PeliCAN. This last rendering really best describes the award. When
Stan Milan took over the chair, he devised a technique to raise attendance at both cruising events and General
Meetings. At the meeting in May 1987, Stan explained this award.
For each cruise, you and your boat attend, a slip of paper gets tossed into the Pelican can. Now you understand why the rendering Peli-can best suits the award. The more cruises participated, the more pieces of paper
in the Pelican. In old data processing lingo, this is unit-record accounting. At most General Meetings, there is
a drawing, and one or more names extracted from the Pelican. The winner announced, the winner claims the
prize. But wait. What if the “winner” is not in attendance? Too bad! According to the rules, as established
by Stan, “you must be present, or you don’t get the present.” The first time the prize was awarded, William
Jordan and the S/V Music won an unnamed “gourmet” cruising cooking utensil.
The Pelican was not awarded every month, but at every General Meeting, the cruising hosts exclaimed that
you should attend the next cruise because that is the way you find your boat “in the can.” The September 1987
meeting produced several winners. First, the members in attendance had to guess the number of paper records
that were in the Pelican. Pat Anderson of Pride had the correct answer, 103. Pat Brian, Chateau Lafite, won a
HISC sweatshirt, and Bryce Batzer, Bryni, scooped up a grill lighter and a bag of charcoal. Three Pelican
names came out of the can in February 1988.

Bob and Alice McMullin headed Cruise for the next Commodore Year. They promised to keep the Pelican
tradition alive, and so they did. The April drawing had a little twist to it. The first name out of the can was
Commodore Bill Romberger; he declined the gift. Not to be outdone, the Cruise Chair’s name was next selected. The membership cried “foul,” so Bob also took a pass. At long last, we found a legitimate winner, Gordon
& Jane Grove, from the S/V Frolic.
By the summer of 1989, the new Cruise Chairs had talked HISC member Phil Kniskern, Cahoots, owner of
Kniskern Marine, into a few valuable gifts to go along with some of the low-cost prizes. Five times a hand
went into the Pelican, and five times the winners stepped forward. The winning name’s slip does not go back
in the can, but it is unclear to me if someone goes into the Pelican and removes all of the winning boat’s records. All of the losing records stay in the can for the whole Commodore Year. Note, if you will, that the
Doufuss was beginning to gain more interest.
In October of 1989, a record dozen winners claimed prizes that placed some financial strain on Kniskern Marine. In like form, the goodie-bag overflowed with loot for the Pelican winners. Bungee Jim returned to the
helm of Cruise. He promised that the September General Meeting would have a Pelican prize worth $150.00.
That turned out to be a cash award of $150.00! John Snyder, SeaShell, pocketed the loot, and with it, the Pelican joined the Golden Mermaid as awards of sainted memory. That does not mean that members gain no rewards for their efforts. There are still the cruising flags, as documented below. Every boat that hosts a cruise
gets a valuable present at Change of Command. 2019 offered an insulated backpack that was a gem of a premium.
There is but one award in the by-laws of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. There is a committee, called the
Sportsmanship Committee, whose sole purpose is to bestow this honor. The Sportsmanship Committee shall
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promote sportsmanship and sportsmanlike conduct on and off the racecourse. The by-laws state that when appropriate, the committee may nominate a HISC member as the Sportsman of the Year and forward such nomination to USSA (now known as US Sailing) each year in conjunction with their Sportsmanship Program.
When awarded, the recipient collects this honor at Change of Command. Well, my friends, that is the way it
should work.
Your editor has looked through every ION since 1979, and do you think he could come up with one mention of
this award? He could not! I will venture a guess as to why this is the case. First, not every year has an award
winner. Second, Change of Command is such a big deal that all of the glory falls on the Commodore, the flag
officers, and the committee chairs. Third, and this may be important, the dinner/dance falls on the last Saturday in February. The March ION is “on the street.” If the winner were to appear in print, it would be in the
April edition. That copy is full of pictures and worse, the primary story is always the Circle Raft-Up. The
Sportsman of the Year might have been down the rabbit hole.

However, I am not the sort of historian who goes down without a fight. I sent out a mass e-mail “blast” to our
membership. And what do you think happened? I got some stories. Past Commodore Tom Garvey reported
that he & Anita were buddy-sailing Aloha, with Norm DuPont single handling his boat, Rosebud. The vessels
were at anchor in the middle of the night when a scream of pain came from Rosebud. Norm, all alone, was
having a kidney stone attack. Quick thinking Tom bolted for the radio and called the Coast Guard in Miami.
Into the dinghy to aid Norm. With the help of a flare gun to light up the sky, the cutter found them and
shipped Norm to the hospital. Except for an article in the September 1996 ION, Tom gave the incident no further thought. That was until the Change of Command dinner, March 8, 1997, when the Garveys received the
Sportsmanship award.
Jamie & Cindy Cowan earned one together in 2019. Cindy won all by herself
in 2016. That honor was for the years of hard work doing race results and purchasing trophies for the years 1997 – 2015.
Paul Chasse remembered that an early 2000s Sportsmanship honor went to
Ken Scott. Mike & Brenda Duvall related that the committee awarded his boat
Magic. Also, in the 2000s-time frame, they participated in the Columbus Day
Regatta. As you, no doubt, remember from my story on racing, Sailing to Win,
the regatta had lost some of its turnout, but it was still attracting about 100
boats. Early on the morning of race day, Magic was heading towards the startCindy’s award in 2016
ing line under power. They passed another participant under sail. This boat
was not going to make the gun on time. A shout revealed that their engine had cycled its last revolution, and
they were still going to try to run the course. Mike, tossed them a line, and 27-foot Magic towed the competitor to the starting area.
The 1989 Sportsmanship award went to Dan & Joyce Fitzgerald aboard Leprechaun. Before the dredging of
the inlet, running that cut could be very dangerous, as explained in Surfing the Inlet. You must be careful
when you are returning against an ebb tide. Boats returning from a race had to stand off and allow other sailboats to run the gauntlet one at a time. That fateful day Dan observed a few successful passages before Jim
Durr on I’m Judy – Sail Me got swept up by the current and rollover. Of the five on the boat, two went into the
drink. One was quickly fished out by a passing jet ski, but that left the wet crewman, Jim Davis, watching the
boat drift away. A cushion attached to a long line found its target when tossed from Leprechaun. They could
not pull him aboard, but a jib sheet loop placed in the water under the victim's feet provided a platform. From
there, it was a simple turning of the winch, and Jim rode the line like an elevator.
A well-documented honor that lives in plain sight is “Honored Commodore, Lifetime Member.” It goes to a
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Commodore who has given 25 years of service to the club—first awarded to Bill Nederlanden at the 25th anniversary of the HISC. As of 2020, there are 17 Commodore’s so honored listed in the Roster. Because it is in
the book, it is easy to locate. By the time you read this in 2071, there will be many more commanders so honored.
What good would there be to holding a regatta, major race series, or traditional coastal event without silverware for the winners? It just is not
done. This section’s focus is racing trophies. There are two types of
prizes awarded. The first is the item that the winner can keep forever
like silver plates, cups, statues, or in one case, a spinnaker. The spinnaker story can be found in this collection, with a picture of same, in the
yarn called In Key West, In the Money, and In the Pink. The image
shows both the small trophies and the perpetual cup described below.
The picture, taken at the 2012 Hospice Regatta, shows the trophy table.
Note that the awards for being “in the money” are three different sizes.
Awards table at Hospice
First, second, and third descend in size. Some of the big winners display their trophies in large curio cabinets or mounted on the walls of
their home. Others just stash them in boxes seldom seen.
The second type of trophy is the perpetual cup. Awarded, in addition to the “take-home”
prize, this elaborate item travels home with the winner for one year. Just before the race the
following year, the winner must return the silver. If we had a clubhouse, which we don’t and
never will have, the perpetual trophy would live at the club. The most prestigious regatta the
club holds is the Nederlanden. Every summer, the HISC organizes this race. Recently the
Nederlanden is combined with the Father’s Day cruise. The picture shows Larry Geller taking home the big one at Bahia Mar.
As you have undoubtedly noticed, I have gone for “color” in these pages rather than a pure
Larry Geller
historical telling of HISC history. Nothing could be more colorful than Beer Can racing. This
informal activity takes place during the long hours of daylight during the summer months. We did not invent
this weekly race. That honor belongs to the Balboa Yacht Club circa 1963. On Wednesday, June 6, 1990, at
7:00 PM, the HISC began the Beer Can tradition. As Commodore Dan Fitzgerald explained, “This gives us all
a great reason to use our boats during the week.” For June, July, and August, Wednesday evening meant beer.
The tradition, begun by Walt King, was dubbed the “annual quest for the porcelain trophy.” At the September
General Meeting, the trophy filled with champagne, we don’t know the brand, but deemed “good, “ slaked the
thirst of the winning skipper and crew. Note well the picture of Phil Wallace supporting the holy ritual.
Here is one last footnote to the tale of the trophies. In my last conversation with Betty
Nederlanden, she related to me some information about race trophies in the 1970s.
HISC had a Founding Member named Walter Stiller. He fashioned trophies made of
wood featuring inlaid pictures. Sadly, there are no pictures of these works of art.

Phil Wallace drinks
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Now we come to the last segment of our story, flags. What would any naval organization be without them? Since the dawn of water transportation, signal communication
depended on flags. Commanders had their pennants and sailing organizations borrowed the concept and the name. Flag officer comes from the fact that the officer carries the flag of office to any ship they board. Not only does the Commodore, or any
other flag officer, fly the flag of office on their boat, but they can carry it to any other

ship that they are on. Note the picture of the 2020 flag officers
and their flags. A footnote to this image: As you all know by
now, these HISC leaders were running the club during the challenging year of the Coronavirus pandemic. Commodore, Dale
Kern, will always be remembered as the great pilot of our vessel.

Dale Kern and the 2020 Flag officers

Sailing etiquette and custom dictate how to fly flags. The illustration shows how we displayed our flags from the starboard
spreader. From top to bottom, they are the HISC burgee, my
Past Commodore flag, and my owner’s flag. The text below is
an explanation of the burgee. At the Change of Command ceremony, the outgoing Commodore gets his flag in recognition of

his year of service.
The owner’s flag requires a bit of history. When I was a teenager, I designed the owner’s flag for my father.
Every boat I have owned had a flag. When the two couples bought Esprit du Vent, a flag was required. The
character 風 Feng in Chinese or Kaze in Japanese is wind, so the French name wind spirit is represented. Over
the years, I have made a few dozen owner’s flags for friends.
Flying from the starboard spreader is the burgee of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. It
was not always so. In the 1950s, my father flew the burgee of the Raritan Yacht Club
from the main mast of his 39’ yawl, Turia. But, VHF antennas and apparent wind indicators now dominate the masthead, so the burgee had to go. It traveled down to the
spreader where it remains to this day. From the start, the HISC needed a burgee. In
the spring of 1971, the Club had a contest to design it. The winning design came from
Dorothy Jenvey. Bart Brownell made arrangements for fabrication in July 1971, into
the burgee that we all recognize today.
In the days when there were large fleets racing, the Club’s elders decided that a few
hot skippers should not get everything. The idea of the Racing Flag was born. If you
were trying hard, and if you came out for races, you earned the flag of the year.

My spreader flags

The last set of flags to be discussed is the justly famous cruising flags. These beauties for the Commodore
Year are unveiled at the Change of Command circle raft up. Rules determine how your boat can win this pennant. The motivation behind awarding flags to boats with ten or more cruising points
is to encourage enjoyment of our boats and to broaden our circle of HISC friends.
Each year the cruising committee designs a flag for the year. Members may earn their
flag (1 per boat) by accumulating ten cruising points during the Commodore Year between March and March of the following year. The points come from participating in
club cruising events as follows. Host a Cruise or Land Lubber’s Party gains 2 points.
Raft overnight with another member boat yields 1 per location. Extended cruises will
earn a maximum of 2 points per boat. Normally, only the first time you overnight
with another member's boat in the same place counts. Exception: if you “adopt” another boat, you may meet them in the same place twice and earn two points for each
boat. Participate in HISC blood drives, gains a point for each blood drive. Attend
Cruising flags
Land Lubber’s party is worth a point. The wild card, in addition to the above, you
may go anywhere with any other HISC members boat once and earn one point.
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How did this all come to be? Doug Knickerbocker told me the origins
of the cruising flags. In 1992 he gathered some cruisers and approached the Board regarding awarding cruisers with a token of their
support of one of the four functional areas of the Club. Doug, Cruising
Chair Ron McKie, and Bill Stahl pleaded the case. The three met some
resistance at first. Then Commodore Pat Brian put his foot down. That
did it. The Board embraced the idea, and the annual cruising flag was
born. Due to his leadership, Doug became the Cruising Chairman for
1993. Now that a flag was required, what design would it sport? Marine life would be appropriate. The Chairman looked no further than
First cruising flag
the Florida license plate on his car. His plate supported the “Save the
Manatee” campaign. As you can see, “artist” is part of his skill set.

If you could follow the rules as stated above, you might think it is hard to collect these jewels. You would be
wrong. Even if you only went to dock-side events, as we often did, it was easy to scarf your annual pennant.
Every year we hosted two events, gave blood, and were on hand at the Land Lubber’s party. That gave us five
right there. It’s easy; anyone can do it.
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Teller: Bob et. al.
Sailing to Win
Racing was the raison d’etre for the HISC. Today, it is one of the four functional areas of the club. This story
then becomes one of the most important tales in this collection. Parts of the following have been told elsewhere, but are repeated here for two reasons. First, as was explained in the introduction, many readers will not
be following along page by page from start to finish. It is more of a random walk. Second, it is important to
explain about racing as a consistent narrative. It will be presented both as a history and as a biography about a
few of the club’s outstanding skippers.
The history part of this topic was originally provided to me by Stan Greenblath in
2011 as preparation for the 40th anniversary presentation. As I began to research
HISC racing, the numerous racing stories in the Inlet/Outlet provided a bottomless
well of information. Stan, the 16th Commodore, joined the club in 1977 along with his
wife, Mary. From the genesis story, you already know that legend has it that some
racers met on a fuel dock and formed the club we know today. What is absolutely
known is that these folks wanted to race their sailboats, so race they did. While the
Greenblaths were not founders, they were the source of the racing stories from the
1970s.
Early on, the club needed a committee boat because that’s what yacht clubs had.
Since no one had a spare power-boat just sitting around to fly the RC (Race CommitStan & Mary
tee) flag, the club decided that every racer would take turns. The meaning of this deGreenblath
cision required you to miss one race day while your boat flew the RC pennant. The
starting line runs between the committee boat and a buoy. It was of great benefit to
starting a large fleet directly into the wind. By positioning the boat and buoy, there was no favored end to the
line if all went according to plan. However, the starting buoy, or a race mark, or even the committee boat
would drift. Chaos was often the order (or disorder) of the day.
Upscale yacht clubs had a set of flags that could be run up to indicate starting signals. But the early HISC was
operating in the low-rent zone. They did not need fancy flags, they used colored laundry baskets! The
"raising of the flags," so to speak, on the starting line by baskets had some advantages. They were lightweight, colorful, durable, easy to store, and flew well from the mast. However, getting them up and down at
the right times could be a problem. And, of course, the usual complaints about the correct time, in the days
before GPS time, were tossed around.

At a time when few racers used VHF radio, we needed a signal device. At some point, the club discovered
that one of the members had a cannon, and someone else knew how to use gunpowder. So, naturally, it was
put into use on the committee boat. Everyone could hear it. However, it had a tricky device to set it off, so
occasionally it would go off early or late and often resulted in dirty sails and a very dirty deck. Luckily, no
one had a hole in their sail as a memento of the day.
After some seasick incidents and two accidents, we discarded the committee boat. The first accident was a
challenging charge by two boats heading for the start but aiming for the committee boat. The "unfamiliar with
the boat" crew did not react fast enough to avoid a collision, and repairs were needed. Another incident occurred when the committee boat lost engine power, and the tide insisted the sailboat go under the fixed section
of the drawbridge. The Coast Guard Auxiliary, seeing the boat stuck under the bridge, came to the rescue of
the people but not the boat. The starting committee elected to remain with the boat. Luckily a local doctor and
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his two children on a small boat used a yoked-rope to pull the unfortunate vessel to safety at the Lighthouse Point Marina’s gas dock.
At this point, the club abandoned the committee boat in favor of a beach
committee. The race committee contacted The Barefoot Mailman Hotel
and asked to use their beach. Long poles with flags attached served as
signals to the fleet offshore. The car carrying these poles had to be careful as they usually ended up sticking out a window into traffic. The hotel and nearby condos would hold Sunday brunches, and the races enterBeach Committee
tained the guests. A slow boat was often requested to mark their own
finishing time. The beach committee had grown weary of trying to decide if they were heading to the inlet or coming up to the finish line. Buoys were constantly floating away.
They had to be retrieved by members. One Ladies’ Day race went on for a long time as the boats on a northerly heading kept trying to catch a floating buoy. See the Ladies’ Day story for more details about Betty Nederlanden’s great buoy chase. Finally, Dick Simmons and his sons, in an outboard, held the traveling buoy long
enough for the racers to round.
Except for one-design racing, where every boat is the same, sailboat racing needs to be handicapped. A welldeveloped formula would penalize the naturally faster boats. In theory, the better skipper would win. Over the
fifty years, or so that our club has been racing, we used different rules. We’ve have stuck with some variant of
the Performance Handicap Racing Fleet (PHRF) system. It allows dissimilar classes of sailboats to race
against each other. The aim is to cancel out the inherent advantages and disadvantages of each class of boats
so that results reflect crew skill rather than equipment superiority.
PHRF works very well for one-off regattas. In addition to these types of events, most clubs, the HISC included, hold “series” races. The series consists of eight to ten races held in the spring, the fall, and in the early
days of winter too, to determine the best skipper, boat, and crew. It became obvious that only a small number
of winners would come out of these series races and members began to drop out. A history factor was added
to the handicap so that slower boats, and skippers, could get more “help.” Over the history of HISC racing, the
race committee changed the handicap formula. It would take many pages to debate if this is fair or not, but
that became the way all of our series races were, and still are, held.
Further, a “low pressure” race fleet came into existence. It has been called different things over time, like
Cruising Class and Leisure Class. “Gunkhole” is the name of this fleet at the time of this writing in 2019. The
idea is that novice racers would not have to compete with the “big boys.” There is also a differentiation between boats that could fly any combination of sails and boats that could race with only a jib and mainsail. The
term “any combination” usually refers to using a spinnaker. Over the years, races usually have between three
and six fleets of boats competing on a given day.
It is time, don’t you think, to move on from real history to the much more interesting stuff of what makes a
racer race and race well. I love Gary Jobson’s book Championship Sailing because of its introduction on why
a sailboat champion is unlike winners in other sports. Gary points out that experience, and not physical abilities, make great skippers. Experience extends to the boat, crew, and skipper.
Almost from the time I joined the club in 2009, I got to know Stan Greenblath. He was a “regular” at the
Thursday men’s lunch and considered by many as the group’s leader. He was a very personable guy with a
keen wit. Although he and Mary had long given up their Columbia 36, Down Beat, he would talk sailing and
the HISC at the drop of the proverbial hat. Early in 2011, I went to the 18th floor of a high-rise condo in Boca.
My mission on that day was to prepare for the portion of the presentation Stan was to deliver at the 40th anniversary later that year. As I walked in the door, a magnificent view of the Atlantic many feet below confront134

ed me. When anyone came to visit, they would have to navigate around the numerous display cases full of
sailing trophies. Stan explained that these items were just a small segment of all that he and Mary won over
the years. That count of first, second, or third-place finishes was over 100. As we say, they often placed “in
the money.”
In addition to the information Stan relayed to me and written above, he and
Mary explained how they got into racing in the first place. In the early years,
they would enter a race or two with Stanley at the tiller. From time to time,
Mary would give her helmsman little “suggestions” on how to sail better and
faster. As she said herself: “I was giving him too many instructions, and it
was getting on his nerves. Finally, he says, ‘Here, you take it and see if you
can do better.’” And sure enough, Down Beat did better. And from that point
on, it was Mary in command and winning races.

By the early 1980s, Mary’s record gained fame throughout southeastern Florida. She was referred to in the Sun-Sentinel as the “sailing grandma.” When
they found themselves the owners of Down Beat racing, let alone winning,
was not at the top of mind for either Stan or Mary. Boat ownership is a story
too. The sailboat fell into their lap when they co-signed a loan for a friend so
that he could buy a boat. After the friend fell behind in the payments, it became the Greenblath toy. As was noted above, Stan “dabbled” in racing and
Skipper Mary in command
almost always ended up following the fleet around the course. After Mary
assumed command, she made sure that losing was not an option. Steady
helmsmanship was augmented by reading books about winning sailboat races. Mary often said that the best
part of sailing is the competition. In her late 50s, she said that winning made her feel young.
With over 200 “in the money” awards, Jim Wallace is the best racer the HISC has produced to date. He was
born with the competition element in his bloodstream. By age 12, Jim was racing and crashing go-carts, becoming the terror of his neighborhood. When he was old enough to get a driver’s license, he graduated to automobiles. He explains that he could not stand to have anyone pass him. It was personal. Jim became an airline pilot. That put a governor on at least one mode of transportation. Flying planes introduced him to aerodynamics, so it was an easy transition from a horizontal wing to a vertical one on a sailboat. Jim started to sail
Hobie Cats and windsurfers. Living in the sailing-obsessed city of San Francisco just added fuel to his fire. When he headed out on his first windsurfer in
1987, he was dead last in his first race. But he won his first race by the end of
the season. He still has the trophy from that contest.

Contrails circa 2017

In 1989 his seniority allowed pilot Jim to be based in southeastern Florida, buy
a small sailboat, and take up eastern sailing. In 1993 Jim became a member of
the HISC. He had bought a better performing boat, the Tartan 34, which he
named Contrails. Note that this was the first of five of his sailing vessels with
that moniker. And like his windsurfing experience, he started at the back of
the pack. Club member Don Hightower suggested that Jim read the racing
standards by such authors as Colgate, North, Jobson, Connor, and Walker.
The combination of book knowledge and practical experience on the course
promoted Jim through the ranks of the racers in the most demanding fleet, the
PHRF class. It is interesting to note that in April of 1995, the highly competitive fleet became the Advanced Rating Class (ARC). The attributes that made
him a first-class pilot served him well as a racing champion. They are text
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book studying, attention to detail, taking notice when small things change, observation of more experienced
performers, and a steady hand on the controls.
Jim thought he wanted an even more competitive steed, so he sold the Tartan to club member John Antweiler
and bought a Hobie 33, a real stallion. However, the boat was brutal (Jim’s words). It is said you can always
tell a Hobie sailor. They were the ones bleeding. He was racing in Hobie events with kids half his age. Hobie
competition was not the true line for him and wife Barbara. By the way, John Antweiler is still racing and
winning with the Tartan, now renamed Blue Runner, in 2019. The Wallace family moved on. The next Contrails was a Beneteau 38 bought out of the Moorings’ fleet. He raced that for a while, but to get prepared for
their circumnavigation, he needed a blue watercraft. He found that in a Stevens 47. It was great for sailing the
world’s oceans, but when they returned in 2014, they would have to buy something else with which to race.
Currently, Jim is racing and winning with an Olson 911 that has a great PHRF handicap. So, the legend of
Contrails continues.

To the windward mark

Jim Durr was not a Founder; however, he was a member who
joined before 1975. As you know, most of the information from
the club’s early years that appears in these tales come from the
Inlet/Outlet (ION) newsletter. Strangely, his name does not
show up in any feature story until Jim & Judy Durr left the club
in 1995. It is hard to believe that he could win so many races
and still have so little “press coverage.” For a hot skipper, this
is most unusual. Jim never held officer rank nor committee
chair. Sadly, Jim passed away in 2004, so there is no asking
him to fill in the details. Everything written about him in the
next few paragraphs comes from the few current members who
knew Jim.

In 1991, the ION posted all of the past winners of the Ft. Lauderdale to Key West race. Jim won first place in
the Midget Ocean Racing Club (MORC) fleet in 1976. That is a key piece of information because the first
ION I have is December 1979. He finished that annual race “in the money” seven times during that period.
His racing record in the HISC series races was excellent. He collected trophies 99 times. That is most impressive as the number of boats competing in each fleet in those days was large. For over twenty years, Jim Durr
seems to have been an “undercover” agent. Jim’s name was a mystery, his boat's name was famous. The September 1985 issue of the ION poked fun at it. Actually, there were two of them. There was the Seidelmann 30
he first had, and the Olson 30 that he bought to win races. They were both named I’m Judy, Sail Me. Marcia
Munsterman explained to me that in 1979 the Seidelmann 30 was sold to some other club member and then
resold to Gerry Vonk. Gerry renamed it Sabbatical.
Over the years, he always competed in the most competitive fleet. In the early years, for the “series races,”
that was the PHRF fleet. Michael Sparks provided a few more clues on how Jim won. Jim had a steady crew.
Karl Durr, Jim & Judy’s son, and Michael were classmates in middle school and high school. In the very early
years, they were part of the crew. John Antweiler confirmed that Jim had a regular team made up of friends
and the children of friends.
Jim took racing very seriously. He did modify his boats to the extent of the MORC regulation. Mike recalled
a cabin top modification he made to the Olsen 30 to meet some rules about headroom and cabin space. He was
an aggressive racer and pushed the boat and its crew to the max. He also took the after-race activities very seriously! I heard from everyone that Jim & Judy were good people.

Dan Myers had a different path to racing excellence. It began when he was eight years old and living near the
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Mojave Desert in California. Is that not a strange place to learn how to sail? The developer had blocked up a
small river to be part of a recreation center. The lake was all of a quarter-mile long and 300 yards wide. The
manager asked young Dan if he wanted to rent the small catboats to the home-owners. Our boy was stoked!
Most of the boat renters did not know how to sail, so they just went downwind and left the catboats at the far
side of the lake. Dan earned 5¢ for each boat he brought back to the dock. He started by walking the boats
along the shore, but he soon discovered he could sail them back while trailing two others. Thus sailing was
truly on the job training.
Fast forward to 1993 when Dan bought a 32-foot Westerly. It was sturdy, heavy, safe, but no racing yacht. When he tried to race Gabriella,
she took her own good time getting around the buoys. Coming in last
was no fun, so he had a hard time lining up crew. Even his wife Linda
bailed on him after her second race. So, Dan single-handed it and did
some more OJT sailing. Enough of this nonsense thought skipper Myers.
He reached into his wallet, way down as it turned out, and bought a
new Beneteau 38. The 38 christened E-Ticket after the most popular,
E-Ticket, when not racing
and most expensive, rides at Disneyland when it first opened, became
his racing chariot. Now people flocked to race with Dan. He selected the best sailors he could find and
learned how to win, not only from experience but from the members of his crew. For 15 years at the HISC ETicket won races, a lot of races. Boat speed and boat prep helped, but team-work and attitude were the true
secrets to success.
Many of the stories in this collection discuss regattas given by other organizations. The three detailed below
have all been mentioned in this collection. They are worthy of note here for four reasons. First, all three are as
old or older than the HISC. Second, they are known by sailors the world over. Third, our members have been
participants in these races since our founding. Finally, all three are still going on today as I penned this in
2019.
Regatta Time In Abaco (RTIA) has been called a Florida regatta moved to Abaco. It was started by American
snowbirds living in the Bahamas. Many of the participants are, like our members, Floridians who cruise to
Abaco to take part in the races. Back in the day, the event drew 60 or more boats, but today it has fallen to
about 45 sailboats. Not by accident is RTIA held in June to accommodate the early summer cruisers. There
are different venues for the regatta. In 2019 there were five races. They were Marsh Harbour to Hope Town,
Hope Town, Hope Town to Guana Cay, Guana Cay to Treasure Cay, and Green Turtle Cay. That year there
were three classes. The competitors compete under the PHRF ratings. If you race with spinnakers, your boat
is designated the RTIA fleet. If you are still highly competitive, but sail jib & main only, the boat is in the
PHRF class. The low-pressure folks are in a group known as the Mother Tub fleet. These days it is the largest
fleet.

Susimi

The HISC has done quite well over the years. In 2014 legendary Bahamian sailor and Olympic competitor, Peter Christie, was asked: “who is
your main rival?” Peter replied, “Well, there’s an American, actually
an Englishman, Mr. Michael Carrington, but he lives in Florida. He has
a Swedish boat, Susimi, which is three feet longer than our boat, but for
some reason or another, we have to give them time – it’s all based on
the American handicap system, PHRF. So, they’re one of our main rivals, and we’ve been racing against each other for years. Sometimes I
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beat him, and sometimes he beats me!” Michael Carrington was a member of the HISC from 2003 – 2016
when he returned to his native England.
I could probably fill half of this collection with RTIA stories, but this one from John Tucker in 1993 will have
to suffice. John took his article’s title from Jimmy Buffet and called it I Heard We Were In Town. He opened
by saying his trip to the islands was over “gin-clear water.” Nice allusion John, typical for a member of the
HISC. Eight boats went over that year and three actually did some racing. The big winner was “Fast Florida
Phil” Wallace in his Morgan 27, O’no. He scarfed up two firsts, three seconds, and a third. Reporter, John
Tucker, landed a first and a third sailing Promise, his Islander 28. HISC’s other Wallace, Jim that is, made off
with two seconds and a third. Almost every year, the ION reports that HISC boats are “in the money.” Sharon’s albums display pictures like the ones printed here of why it is “better in the Bahamas.” For those of you
who are reading this in 2071, the last quote was from a marketing campaign in the 1980s.
So far, in this yarn, I have been remiss in not telling you the real reason HISC sailors go down to the sea in
ships and head out to the Bahamas. There be rum in those places! John noted that the parties were renowned
the world over. In reviewing the early ION issues, I found names like Bluff House, Green Turtle Club (with its
HISC burgee, and drinks called Tipsy Turtles), Blue Bee Bar, Nipper’s, Bilge Bar, and Pete’s Pub inscribed on
the pages. There were “Stranded Naked” parties and later on “Cheeseburgers in Paradise” affairs. But you
had to get there early, or you ran the risk of getting nothing.
As you may remember, for my readers in 2071, Hurricane Dorian, a category 5 hurricane, made landfall on
Labor Day, Monday, September 1, 2019, at Marsh Harbour, the Abaco Islands commercial hub and the Bahamas third-largest city. It produced wide-spread devastation. Thus, the future of RTIA and their famous parties
are somewhat “up in the air.” As I write this, the RTIA website is still planning for June 25, 2020, as the starting date. Since these stories will continue to evolve until the summer of 2021, there will be an update on this
story.
The second race that HISC members enter most every year is the Ft. Lauderdale to Key West race. Like
RTIA, the genesis of this race closely maps our history as it began in 1976. My history project notes one story
of this race in the tale titled In Key West, In the Money, and In the Pink. It was how Bill Hunt’s Santa Cruz 27,
Inspector Clouseau, beat the big boys and walked off with the 1979 trophy. As I have said above, racing at the
HISC could provide over 500 pages all by itself. Out of pity for my readers, I will keep it under control.

Starting for Key West

Except for the announcement of the Key West race, the ION
was silent until February of 1985. The paper congratulated all
of the club participants in what they called the “slowest and
most difficult trip in the history of the race.” By securing a first
and three seconds, HISC received more silverware than any
other participating club. From 1988 until the present day, the
February issue of the Inlet/Outlet always ran a story about this
iconic race. In the next paragraphs, you will read about our involvement, some of the weather conditions, the story of one
boat, and the parties that took place during this annual event.

In the ION of January 1996, John Tucker reminisced about his past fifteen years of the Key West race. Even
before he joined the HISC, he took his own Tartan 34, Unicorn, south to perhaps, the slowest KW ever in
1982. John usually raced on other member’s boats. If you were not driving, sleeping, or trimming, you were
“rail meat!” In 1986 John shipped out in a Swan 47, which traded luxury for speed with a washer/dryer in the
engine room! The owner decided against tacking endlessly to the finish line, so with only three miles left in a
160-mile race, he cranked up the “iron genny” and powered into port. “Well, you don’t want to miss the party,
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do you?” No such problem for Jim Durr as I’m Judy, Sail Me racked up another first. John describes many of
the HISC wins, and some of the issues one can meet on an ocean race. For example, they changed headsails
and lashed the big 150 to the deck. They were taking on water when that sail came loose. It took three crew
members to wrestle the big “sea anchor” back on deck.
In conditions fair and foul, your club has compiled a fantastic racing record. In January 1992, the ION posted
the KW “in the money” winners by class from 1976 until 1991. HISC members took 34 of those trophies.
John Cotton, Thumper, wrote about the foul weather in the 1994 race. He started his story by saying, “They
call the wind ‘Mariah’” from the popular folk song by the Kingston Trio from 1959. Skipper Cotton called the
blow a bunch of other choice names as they huddled up against the cabin top on the high side with 47 knots of
wind and 7 – 9-foot seas breaking over the deck. This howler occurred on Thursday, just before midnight, of a
day that started almost dead calm just off Ft. Lauderdale.
As the boats tacked south, the breeze picked up. Tack, tack, tack was the order of the day. The crews longed
for the turn to the west as they were expecting a long reach to Key West. Alas, it was not to be. Mariah was
icy cold and on their nose. In five minutes, they went from a #2 and full main to a reefed main and a #3 to a
reefed main alone. The storm lasted all night, and John’s article went on for three pages. They were seasick,
cold, and very uncomfortable, but they slogged on through the 25 knots and huge seas that greeted them at
daybreak. Just after they passed the finish line, they tried the diesel. No Joy - dead batteries! They called Sea
-Tow for an inglorious lift to the dock. Thumper won no silverware for their efforts, but club member Phil
Wallace aboard O’No did. He took a third; the best of the six HISC boats entered that year.
It has been 64 years since the Admiral of the Ocean Sea, Christopher Columbus, lent his name to the Columbus Day Regatta.
From the founding of our club, members have participated in
this race in great numbers. The October 1980 issue of the ION
reported that we sent 42 of our sailing vessels to the event. Five
of them finished “in the money,” and Scott Rice aboard Foxfire
took first place both days in the PHRF 2 and the over-all prize in A small part of the Columbus Day fleet
that class. In the 1980s, this event was a really big deal. There
were over 700 racers taking part with an uncountable number of spectators. The course, in those days, was 36
miles long. After the races, vessels of all makes and models crowded into the shelter of Elliot Key. Once
there, or even before getting there, the partying began.
As the newsletter explained in anticipation of the 1987 race, once the racers begin crossing the finish line, the
party begins. The flotilla stampedes through Featherbed Banks on their way to the rendezvous. In the past,
there were a few near collisions, and I suspect that strong juice was fueling the fleet. After the raft-up, the
HISC boats often are treated to a perfect sunset. One and all can enjoy the lit anchor lights as night cast its
darkness over the participants. Well, that was the way it was supposed to be as written in the October issue.
The November issue explained how it really went down. “The 34th Annual Columbus Day Regatta will not be
forgotten!” The conditions were extreme, changing from one moment to the next. There were 647 applicants
for the weekend that year. By Saturday morning, 200 skippers decided that perhaps staying in bed was preferable to facing the elements. Serious racers will let nothing stop them, not even gale-force winds and stinging
rain. If the race committee lit the fuse on the cannon, then the challenge was taken by the HISC. By 2:30 PM
387 boats had crossed the finish line. On Sunday, things dramatically altered. The competitors traded gale for
calm. But still, the rain, continued, though gentle now on the face. Many boats said “the hell with this” and
retired from the field. And, just like the day before, the winds picked up such that small craft warnings were
issued. Only 256 boats crossed the line off of Dinner Key that day. Scott Loesel stated that our club did well.
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Six members: Jim Durr, Burt Chamberlain, Jim Bourg, Don Hightower, Nick Von Staden, and Walter Katz
took home trophies that day.
You will begin to see a sad pattern developing in the Columbus Day story. The number of boats entered is
starting to slide. There were 500 boats entered in 1990, and 23 sailboats were from the HISC. A tip of the hat
goes out to our three first-place wins. Don Hightower in Finesse, Pat Brian in Chateau Lafite, and Bill Pettit
in Serenade took first place honor in three of the ARC fleets. Five years later, the HISC is winning more, but
the fleet has dropped to just a touch over 100. The calendar keeps flipping, so we stop in 2006, where 90 boats
entered. This means that the 13 club boats represented 13% of the fleet. Carl Wehe, racing Glory Daze, had
quite a tale to tell. At the start, the wind was so light that the current propelled the boat over the start line. It
took Carl 30 minutes just to get back to the start. In writing the ION article, “Hutch” Hutcheson quoted Winston Churchill, “Never give in, never give in, never, never, never…!” True to the great man, Wehe stayed the
course gaining on the fleet as the wind freshened. By the end, he won not only first in class, but the ARC perpetual trophy for the second year in a row. Of the 88 boats entered in 2008, 11 were HISC racehorses. 12% of
the boats won… Wait for it… 27% of the silverware!
The annual Columbus Day Regatta in 2017 was canceled after Hurricane Irma left a path of destruction in Biscayne Bay and surrounding areas. The Coral Reef Yacht Club, Biscayne Bay Yacht Club, and the Coconut
Grove Sailing Club were all severely damaged by the storm. However, the CDR Race committee by popular
demand scheduled the CDR Irma Hurricane Regatta, a one-day windward-leeward “hotdog” race on Biscayne
Bay, starting near Rickenbacker Causeway. So, the 45 unofficial racers had a valid excuse for the low turnout.
Last year (2019 as I write this saga), there were also 45 boats, but no hurricane excuse. I fear this fine tradition
will sail off into the fog of time like the title of Philip Roth’s 1959 book, Goodbye Columbus.
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Teller: Bob, Don Hightower, & John Snyder’s 1996 Inlet/Outlet article
The Lunch Bunch
From the early 1970s, a group of retired HISC members would get together at a local restaurant for lunch. According to Don Hightower, a member since 1972, this group started to discuss racing in much more detail than
the after-race party could provide. Don, a racing “nut,” wanted to keep this gathering focused on racing and
beer. However, the folks in attendance had other things on their mind, so the topics ranged all over the place.
Don wished it could have stayed with the immediate past race, but he accepted that the discussion tended to be
like the popular NPR show All Things Considered.
It is still in operation as I compose this story in 2019. I have been a member of what was called the Mothball
Fleet for ten years. It has been called many things over the years. Old Farts comes to mind. As with any
loosely organized group, people come and go. I send out invitations each week to 45 members. We usually
get a dozen to show up. During my time, the largest number was 20 and the smallest was 3! Time of year,
weather, type of venue, and the food offered has a lot to do with attendance. Commodore Joey Tosta told me
that the “men who lunch” had been meeting since he joined the club in 1985. How much beyond that, no one
seems to know.
In the January 1996 issue of the Inlet/Outlet, John Snyder wrote an article reproduced in the next three paragraphs. It describes the “Lunch” the way it was in that year, but it could have been a report of the lunch we
had last Thursday! Very little has changed, save the names. When you get to the part where it says: “Where
shall we eat next week,” that’s where I come in. You see, I am the “official” lunch communications director.
Although we do the invitations by e-mail blast, that same question is asked near the end of lunch now as it was
in the long-gone days of yore.
Alas! The old Mothball Fleet is no more! In a bold and unprecedented move, Larry Rojas, during the sacred
business meeting previously reserved solely for the purpose of voting on the next week’s meeting place,
brought forth a motion to change the group’s name. This action elicited both positive and negative verbal responses. One could easily compare the sounds of the “Yeas” and “Nays” to those that emanate from the ﬂoor
of the British Parliament when in full session.
However, in all fairness, it must be noted that a number of the twelve members present appeared to be more
interested in their Cuban sandwiches and Miller Lites than in the processes of democracy.
After a brief discussion and a call for the question, “Pressed Into Service Reluctant Commodore,” Pat Brian
counted the votes, and the measure passed. The voting did split pretty much right down party lines -- those
with “silver” hair going one way, those with no hair going the other, and third-party members such as myself,
a real blond, losing to the strength. The old Mothball Fleet henceforth will be known as The Silver Fleet. So
be it. As we did under the old name, The Silver Fleet meets every Thursday for lunch and fellowship. While
most of our members are men and retired, these are not requirements. The only prerequisite for joining our
group is that an attendee must be a member of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club.
Guests of HISC members are welcome, so even HISC membership is not a requirement. There are no rules,
and there are no dues. We pay for our lunches by receiving one bill for the group and dividing the total by the
number of participants. No exceptions, no arguments. Everyone pays the same amount, so we eat and drink
heartily. Toward the conclusion of our happy gathering, we hold a brief business meeting. There is only one
item on the agenda (exception above noted). That is: Where shall we eat next week? So, since we meet at different local restaurants each week, it will be necessary for you to call “Pressed Into Service Reluctant Commodore” Brian or me to locate the site of any given week’s gathering, should you care to join us.
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Having heard how it was in 1996, let me take a minute to tell you about the state of the “union” in 2009. Some
of the folks in the picture below are still with us today in 2019. I will let you in on a secret; I have a terrible
memory for names. I am also a bit of a photographer. So I took this shot and put “booking plaques” on the
usual suspects. Dennis Berg continues to be a regular. He is the group’s accountant. At the end of the meal,
he gets the bill, computes the tip, and tells each of us how much to pay. Dave Coviello had the job I have now.
He was in charge of sending the e-mail blast out to the group. Dave had a wry sense of humor, always having
comments on the topics of the day. Standing behind, Dave is Stan Greenblath. Stan was the biggest promoter
of keeping the lunch bunch together. He had his favorite spots, so when the call went out for lunch next week,
Stan would pipe up early and often. Then, as now, he who suggests first and loudest gets his pick.
By the way, the venue in the shot is Crabby Jack’s, of sainted memory. Sadly, the place burned down. Some
said it was an “insurance fire.” All of the large screen TVs had been removed, and none were found in the
ashes the next morning. Notice the young lady standing next to Jack Bond. All, and I mean all, of the waitstaff were beautiful, young, and female. Stan Frost, an old Marine fighter pilot, and Paul Chasse, an Army helicopter pilot, are still very active today. There were, and still are, two predominant professions represented at
lunch: pilots and computer techies. When we are not talking about sailing, the other two disciplines drive the
chatter.
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Teller: Bob
Racing Buoys, Lost, Stolen, or Strayed
This story could have appeared in the tale about racing, but there is enough information for it to stand alone.
The focus of Sailing to Win was the sailors who raced, whereas things are the point of this story. It is with a
touch of irony that I have more information about the race marks from the 1980s than I have from recent days.
Jack & Sharon Holland passed on to me the paper editions of the Inlet/Outlet (ION) from 1971 and then from
December 1979 until December 2007. The HISC website contains ION editions from January 2007 through
the present.
Right from the first race in 1971, the Club set out race marks. The buoys followed a pattern used by most every yacht club that had a racing program. In our case, it consisted of a network of half a dozen anchored marks.
On race day, the race committee defined a starting line between the committee boat and one of the anchored
buoys. Careful orientation ensured that the line was perpendicular to the wind and did not favor one end over
the other. As you have learned, we abandoned the committee boat for the series races in favor of a beach committee. The Beach Committee and the “A” mark define the start and finish line. The diagram below shows the
network of marks established in the late 1970s.

Fixed network of buoys circa 1980
In the December 1979 ION, there appeared a brief announcement concerning a boat for the buoys. “At the November Board meeting, the Buoys Committee was authorized to spend up to $400.00 for a boat to be used for
hauling and setting buoys.” It went on to say that the club acquired a boat and trailer. This vessel set the “B”
and “C” marks. The buoy “tender” carries gear (buoys, concrete, anchors, line, and chain), often encrusted
with barnacles, to and from the land. Using a dedicated boat, rather than our sailboats, keeps our fleet clean
and undamaged. Commodore Ray Rogers commended Jack Holland and the Buoy Committee for their challenging work in hauling, setting, and repairing our course.
Here is how the system worked. Before the spring series begins, each skipper has the chart and a list of the 58
courses. For example, course 17 consists of A-B-D-A-X-B-C-A. Boats leave each mark to port. The race covers 11.1 NM. The racers learned of the course number, as not all boats had VHF radios, by a large poster on
the beach. It was orange, with the course number posted in huge black numerals. Then, as it remains to this
day, it was impossible to establish a perfect windward start. That is the principal drawback to using a beach
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committee to start races. As you all know, this method can lead to some messy starts that involve skill and
luck. It is interesting to note how lucky the better skippers are.
The system of permanent marks on the racecourse worked reasonably well. Although the color has faded in this picture of
Jack Holland, you can make out the orange painted buoys. The
buoys and some of the chain is visible in the image, and all of
the ground tackle appears in the next one. The following picture shows some of the adaptations our Buoy Committee made.
A work-table became part of the buoy tender’s stern. Careful
observation of the ground tackle reveals no anchor. And what
are those engine blocks doing? In the ION of May 1983, the
Jack Holland setting marks
editor thanked Lighthouse Point Marine Service for their generous donation of unwanted engine blocks, which we could use to anchor our racing marks.
We continued this system for several years. It did, however, have
drawbacks. The east most mark, “B,” anchored in deep water, had a
habit of breaking loose and fleeing the network. The club asked the
membership, in the newsletter, if they would note the position of the
buoys when they were out for a day-sail. It took constant vigilance to
keep the course in place. Sometimes we found stray marks up on the
shore, but many times a missing buoy was just lost. Once that happened, it became a club expense as we rarely found the ground tackle
by way of dives. As you, my readers, know, powerboats travel at very
high speed in this area. Not only that, but the person at the controls
Ground tackle
was often high too. Our buoys were damaged frequently by encounters
with these vessels. If we could repair the injured mark, the Devil’s Own Adhesive, 3M 5200, played a part.
Occasionally, outside forces cause the HISC to make changes. In late
1988 the “B” went missing; nothing new about that. We replaced it
with a new floater painted yellow. This color change was to comply
with international non-navigational mark colors. The new “B” mark
lasted just ten days, a new club record. The following year all of our
buoys were yellow. “B” was notorious, but it was not the only mark to
wander off. Don Hightower, Race Chairman, reported that for one
spring series race in 1990, both “B” and “X” were AWOL. It took
some serious fast-thinking to announce the course that weekend. Nothing could fix the problem when, in the following year, the north mark
Buoy maintenance
“P” went missing once the race had begun. All we could do was cancel
the race. When the “P” was known to be gone, as it was in May 1998, Maureen & Tim Leonard used Meantime at anchor for the north turning point. Talk about putting your “finger in the dike!”
The record is mum about when the HISC abandoned the fixed network of racing buoys. Sometime around the
millennial year, we gave up on all static buoys except for the start mark. Dan Fitzgerald wrote to tell me that
the Coast Guard started to make life challenging to keep a permanent course. Every year the Club needed to
request permission to retain the network. We had been moving in the direction of inflatable markers whenever
we needed a temporary. So, the Race Committee committed to setting and pulling the buoys each weekend.
Last to go was the “A” mark for the starting line. In 2014, under Michael Carrington’s Race Committee, we
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bought a brand-new lighted start buoy. It was deemed a total loss after
several collisions with powerboats. Rest in peace marker “A.” Their
kind is gone and will never return to our waters. As the last picture illustrates, inflatables are the way we layout our courses every week.
It pains me to end this tale on a down note, but I must. Ron Schaper
relayed this incident to me just as this story was published. In 2019 Endurance set the large orange tetrahedral as the offshore mark. From a
distance, we later noticed a fishing boat right by the buoy. When we
first raced around it, it appeared to be deflating; on the second race, it
Inflatable marks
was flat to the water and barely afloat. After the race, Jim Wallace
picked up the mark with Contrails and found massive knife cuts in the fabric. It was so waterlogged, Jim
couldn’t pull it aboard. He had to tow it back to his dock. It was repaired and put back in service, but it is distressing that a fisherman would intentionally damage our race mark.
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Teller: Bob et. al.
Living Aboard
From a historical point of view, this is an important story. But how to do it? If it were just about setting up a
home on the water, or worse, just a camping adventure, it would be boring. There will be at least one explanation of housekeeping, but all the rest have a fascinating twist. So, let me begin with Dick & Carol Simmons.
You have met this power-couple before in the pages of this history. Their many years of calling Gusto!!!
home has been alluded to elsewhere. Let’s look into some of the details of “boat-sweet-home,”
Dick and Carol began looking for a boat before they were married in 1954. Since then, they have owned eleven major vessels, not to count sailing dinghies, inflatables, and Boston Whalers. From the day they met until
April Fool’s Day in 1997, they were “dirt dwellers.” Like most HISC members, they lived in a house, Casa
Simmons, with four children. They joined the club in 1973 after viewing the racing fleet from their Striker
Sport Fish. You all know that the country was suffering a fuel crisis in the early 1970s, so Dick reasoned that
a sailboat would save them a ton of cash while doubling up on fun by way of racing, cruising, and socializing.
So began ownership of three large sailing vessels, all sporting the Gusto moniker. After the last child moved
out, they focused on a new adventure, spending 100% of their home life afloat. That is how they came to own
their Island Packet 44.
They made arrangements to keep their new home at the Dinner Key Marina on Biscayne Bay beginning on the
first of May, 1997. One small issue. The home sale stipulated that the house must be vacant by the first of
April. What a pain, and no way to inaugurate their new liveaboard lifestyle. They moved their needed household goods to Gusto!!! Other possessions went to their son’s home, long-term storage, Goodwill, or the dustbin. With no dockside tie-up, it was the hook in Lake Boca for the month. Picture the morning scene. Dick,
dressed in a business suit, climbs down into the dinghy. Carol revs up the engine and provides taxi service to
the boat ramp at Silver Palm Park. Dick then headed up the dock ladder and into his car to drive to the office
in Boca Raton. In the days before cellphones, Carol would be waiting at the same dock at 5:30 in the afternoon.
This Charon and the River Styx allusion reversed itself occasionally. Dick would provide dinghy-taxi service for Carol. As the picture reveals, she was a flutist, or flautist
if you prefer the British word, or flute-player if you want to duck the controversy, with
the Boca Raton Symphonic Pops orchestra. I wish I had an image of Carol, dressed
for a concert, scrambling aboard the inflatable tender for the voyage to the dock. It
must have been a sight to behold.

May first could not come soon enough for the Simmons household. Despite the Ft.
Lauderdale Air-Sea show that week, they played anchors aweigh and set a course
south. Here comes Dick and Carol wending their way through the spectator fleet towing a Pearson sailing pram and an inflatable dinghy, a sight to behold. Once clear of
the fleet, it was an uneventful trip to Pier 3 Dinner Key. This was their home for nine
years, but not their USPS mailing address. That was at their son’s house, and it conCarol Simmons
tinues to be where mail is delivered today. Life was good at Coconut Grove. Stores
were close, the dog park suited the needs of their two golden retrievers, and nearby outdoor entertainment
complemented the dream they planned. The liveaboard neighbors were both friendly and interesting, and the
dock social life was active. All this and great day-sailing in the bay drove home the point that they had made
the right lifestyle decision. Every year they would cast off the dock lines, sail out past Stiltsville, and set a
course for Bimini and beyond.
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This life can have a few negative aspects. Dick had a 50-mile trek in rush-hour traffic to the office. As he explained to me, anyone contemplating living on your sailboat as a couple needs to be on the same page; he and
Carol are. Laundry day means a trip to the laundromat. The Simmons have two folding wheeled carts for
hauling “stuff” on land. A friend of theirs calls them “Carol Carts.” They had become community carts when
lent out to the neighbors. Wind and tide make getting on and off the boat more difficult. Limited space below
is a thought-provoking challenge. Where is my book, passport, handheld VHF radio, and all of my critical records? “Carol, have you seen the car keys?” As the old saw goes, “a place for everything, and everything in its
place.”
On the positive side of the ledger, living on your boat often does make things easier. Like a turtle, you take
your home with you. It is not like leaving your house and wondering what you forgot to bring on your cruise.
You always have your “stuff.” As one of their dear friends at Edwin’s Number One Boatyard in Man-O-War,
Cay always proclaimed, when seeing Gusto!!! pull up, “Oh! You’re Home.”

After nine years in Dinner Key, their number came up for a dock at the Delray Beach Marina. They lived
there until 2018 when they moved to the marina associated with the Moorings in Lantana. As of 2020, when
writing this tale, this is currently their base of operations. But when you are a liveaboard, that can change at
any time.
As you will soon discover, the extended cruise of Eros, Bruce Holz’s Grampian 26, would fit in several places
in this saga. It is placed here because of the size, lack of an inboard engine, and a modern, fully functional
dentist’s office. My readers should remember from the first chapter that I owned a Bristol 26 with an outboard
motor. I would never have taken Tangaroa on a blue-water cruise, but, in 1979, that is precisely what Dr.
Holz did. His words are instructive. “After several trips to the Bahamas, I decided to set my sights on a cruising adventure to South America.”

Before getting to the meat of this tale, allow me one diversion. A thread that
runs through these pages is the importance of boat names. Occasionally, you
get the perfect appellation when you buy someone else’s sailboat. I love the
name Bruce found on his pint-sized watercraft. The Greeks had many love
words. Philia was concerned about the deep, comradely friendship that developed between brothers in arms. Note the city named Philadelphia. Agape, or
selfless love, is often cited in a religious setting for the love of mankind. Ah,
but that was not what the good dentist found. Oh no, Eros represents sexual
passion.
Return with me to what makes this story unique, a home office in the Caribbean Sea. The picture shows Dr. Holz at work. What you cannot see is how the
pneumatic drill in his hand is powered. Remember, there is no alternating current aboard. The dental tools run off of a small tank of compressed air charged
to 100 PSI by an electric air pump in regular use. In place of the pump, Bruce
Bruce at work
used a standard Scuba tank of air. However, there is an issue. A full Scuba
tank stands at over 2,000 PSI. To bridge this pressure differential, he recruited
a gentleman who repairs Scuba gear to modify a standard regulator’s first stage. This device had the tank as
input, stepped down the pressure, and delivered the air to the pneumatic drill’s supply at 100 PSI. Bruce added
a dental foot pedal and a water-cooling line. The shop is now complete, and the doctor is “in.”
When your home only runs off a battery recharged minimally by a 25 HP outboard engine, power management
is a big deal. Electric refrigerators are out. Bruce is a ham radio operator (KA4POD) and did not want to give
up short wave communications, so room in his power budget accounted for the transmitter. When they put to
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sea, they planned to use a small Honda generator to keep the battery topped off. That dog did not hunt, it seldom worked. Halfway through the trip he threw it away.
Bruce had been planning this venture for quite some time with childhood friend Steve, a fellow dentist. The
plan became real during a few shorter trips to the Bahamas. The cruise lasted thirteen months. Dr. Holz and
Steve “drilled & filled” their way around the clear blue waters. They made a few “stops” on the way to Venezuela. Two islands were favorites. Eros made port in Providenciales in the Turks and Caicos for a month-long
stay split into two parts. After finding many customers on this island during the two weeks heading south,
they returned to this venue for two more weeks on the way home. After a few other islands, they arrived in
Antigua. Steve wanted to stay a bit longer in Antigua to experience Race Week. Bruce had arranged to meet
his parents in Martinique, so the duo split up, and the sailing vessel headed out with only one aboard. The
float plan had Dominica as a waypoint.
Life was not all “beer and skittles” for the helmsman. Dateline Roseau, Dominica (UPI) “Dominica frees 3
Yanks; Canadian still in custody.” Police released three Americans detained for questioning about a coup plot
against the island’s moderate government. The cops released Bruce Holz, an American yacht owner arrested
aboard his boat the night before. Here is the scoop. When Eros docked in Roseau, a kindly Canadian offered
to show our hero around the city. It seemed that Miriam Ann McGuire was more than a tour guide. She was
part of a bizarre coup attempt involving ten mercenaries. After learning that her ten associates had been arrested in New Orleans, LA, Ms. McGuire readily confessed. She added that the Yank had nothing to do with the
plot. As you can deduce, our liveaboard sailor spent one night in shore quarters at no charge. All’s well that
ends well said the Bard. The rendezvous with the parents happened as planned. Steve returned to the dental
office while in Martinique too.
They continued to cruise south. Bequia is the second-largest island in the Grenadines at 7 square miles. Here
the patients came via their own small boats to the dental office riding the hook in the harbor. The island children were excellent sailors. When heading downwind in a rowboat, they would pull their T-shirts over their
heads to use them as reaching sails. This spot was a gem, so the team stayed for three months. The objective
now was to avoid hurricane season. Trinidad became the ideal spot to realize this goal. Before heading north,
they made ports of call in Venezuela and Bonaire. The cruising dentists island-hopped their way home remembering to return to the good customers in Providenciales.
As you have no doubt noticed, these tales are composed of small details that illuminate the story’s theme. Here is a good one from Gaby Conrad about food service
while living aboard. Just before Gaby married Hans Conrad in 1989, her fiancé lived
aboard Karma, his Hylas 44. From time to time, she would fly down from Connecticut to sail with him, but they would talk every few hours during the day for most of
their engagement. When not sailing with Gaby, Hans would take Karma out with his
friend Jerry. Every night Gaby asked the same question, “What did you have for dinner?” On occasion, the answer would be that he went out with his buddy Jerry, but
most of the time, it was “sandwiches.”
Gaby became concerned about his diet, suggesting that TV dinners become the central
part of his shipboard cuisine. To prepare the meal, Hans agreed to buy a microwave
oven. Hans, never anyone to play “small-ball” bought 30 frozen delights. He had every intention of trying his
first one the next evening, but Jerry came by and suggested that they go sailing. If you remember the story,
Surfing the Inlet, you will know that this channel was often very rough to traverse. Mountainous waves would
develop to challenge the best of men and their vessels. Hans had a fleeting thought about putting the microwave on the dock since he hadn’t had time to secure it, but quickly lost the idea as he prepared the boat to head
Sandwich time
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out.

As they powered out the Inlet, it was a tad rough. Bang! “What the #*1@ was that?” exclaimed Jerry, who
was well known for colorful language. Hans knew in an instant what had happened; it was the flying microwave. The next time Gaby spoke to her intended, Hans explained that he sat on the dock feeding the fishes. It
is a well-known fact that the ocean fauna thinks TV dinners are the height of haute cuisine. Such was the fate
of the 30 dinners. Hans, totally not religious, ended the story by saying it was God’s sign to eat sandwiches.
Let’s now move through time, space, and theme. Dave Lockman’s liveaboard saga ranged from French Polynesia to Sausalito, CA, to Ft. Lauderdale, FL. In 1979 young David got his first taste of living on a sailboat for
an extended period. For over seven months, he crewed on a large sailboat in the South Pacific and found he
liked living full-time on the water. However, he bought a small sailboat while living in Huntington Beach, CA
that scratched the sailing itch, but he still felt the need to be closer to saltwater.

You should know something about his view of material objects. They are far less important to David than other Americans in his age demographic. With a small rental home and a small sailboat, he had few. Even so,
maintaining an apartment and a watercraft seemed like a duplication of possessions. If there was a bigger
boat, he could kill two birds with the proverbial single stone. So, in 1982 he bought a Catalina 30 to begin
over twenty years of dockside habitation.
Ten years later, Dave relocated to the City-by-the-Bay and selected Sausalito
as his base of operations. The picture shows the Golden Gate taken from the
San Francisco side, having his harbor-home just to the far tower’s right. You
have already learned what is not essential to Mr. Lockman. Let’s focus on
what is. The landform of the western shore of San Francisco Bay is seismically active hills. Located on these slopes are the homes of the super-wealthy
with their multimillion-dollar views of the Golden Gate Bridge, the Bay
Bridge, and the skyline of San Francisco. Every day, our non-materialist sailor
has an identical scene before him as he drinks his first cup of coffee or his last
sip of premium rum for the night. He did upgrade his home in 1995 to a Morgan 382, Valhalla. This blue-water vessel permits him to venture out into deep
water anywhere on the world’s oceans.
Changing jobs again brought our bachelor and ship-based home to the Isle of
Venice, Ft. Lauderdale, FL. There, his life-plan took a dramatic turn. He gave
up his liveaboard life to marry Patty. He explained it to me like this. “I had
always planned to marry a rich girl. Instead of marrying for money, I sold out
and married for love!”

Golden Gate looking north
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Teller: Pete Gustafson
In my collection of Inlet/Outlet articles, saved and passed on to me by Sharon Holland, I came across this gem
of a yarn. Pete Gustafson, Commodore in 1996, wrote this story for the May 2002 issue. It is in his own
words, only lightly edited by your author. Pete wants to thank his daughter for her editing of the original work
that appeared in the ION. It is a perfect example of what this project is all about. Our history is not a dry recitation of events and dates, but a marking of the days of our lives. As I have often said, this history is aimed at
the reader in 2071, so all of us are long gone. I trust that this will give that reader a taste of what we were like
at the turn of the 21st century. Thank you, Pete.
A Star to Steer By
By Capt. M. J. “Pete” Gustafson, Bold Response

Son of a Son of a Sailor
Jimmy Buffett’s tune “Son of a Son of a Sailor” has always had a special meaning for me. My father and my
grandfather were both Great Lakes Pilots, both Masters serving Cleveland Cliffs Iron Company for over 40
years each.

Pete’s father

My grandfather’s career began around the turn of the 20th century and
lasted until his retirement in 1948. My father’s career began in the early 1930s and continued until his retirement in 1971. I am sure their
skills as navigators included celestial navigation and dead reckoning, as
they were the rule of the day. Navigation methods that we can still read
about in “Chapman” (but seldom use) were the norm. The magnetic
compass, the Polaris, the sextant, the chronometer, dividers, and parallel rules were the important tools of the navigator. I never saw my father use celestial navigation but I know he was trained in the use of a
sextant and probably used it during the early years of his career. The
skills needed by ship captains in the 1950s and 1960s would include
radar navigation and the use of radio direction finders. Gyro compasses
were added to the ship’s navigation equipment, but visits by technicians
to service these “modern” navigation tools were far too often required.

When I sailed on the freighters in the early 60s, navigation was comparably advanced to what my predecessors
used, yet still very primitive by today’s standards. My father and grandfather would have certainly been
amazed if they saw those little black boxes in the palm of our hands constantly giving out latitude and longitude, speed and course over ground, range and bearing to waypoints, estimated time of arrival, and so much
more. While I navigated numerous trips to the Bahamas in the early 70s using radio direction finders and dead
reckoning, it wasn’t until 1975 that I experienced electronic navigation. It was in the form of the LORAN-A
system. While difficult to use, its effectiveness easily guided me into Isla Mujeres, Mexico.
Then came LORAN-C with which I could actually get direct latitude and longitude readouts. How easy could
it get? The 90s gave way to the GPS (Global Positioning System) with chart plotters and more. Now every
potential sailor can attempt to be an expert navigator! In reality, a person still has to know what to do with this
information, how to read a chart, and how to plot his position. A layman still cannot just go from point A to
point B if there is, say, a reef in between.
Oh, how easy it has become (or has it); I feed all this way point information, which I have been given from
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guide books, into these magic black boxes (GPS) which are interfaced with all the other boxes: radar, chart
plotter, auto pilot, and computer. All I have to do is push the throttles forward, push “track” on the auto pilot
and sit back and relax, right! Radars have guard alarms that warn me if a target threatens me, and “watchman”
features that sound another alarm every four minutes should I fall asleep from boredom. What could go
wrong? All I have to do is make sure there isn’t a reef between way points. The GPS will let me know when I
reach each way point; all I have to do is acknowledge with a push of a button and off I go to the next way
point.
So, what is the point?
Unfortunately, it really is not that easy! I must always be on guard for mistakes, errors in judgment, and electronic breakdowns. Check and recheck, plot and re-plot, a second opinion, I must always be on guard to assure
a safe passage as I learned in 1998.

In 1998, I had the pleasure of delivering a 56’ Viking Sport Cruiser to Virgin
Gorda, British Virgin Islands (BVI). This was, along with my mate, club
member Doug Knickerbocker, the second yacht delivery to the BVIs for the
owner, Dr. Peter Bertalanffy, and this time he would accompany us on the
voyage. I was asked by Dr. Bertalanffy in December to inspect and prepare
his new yacht for delivery leaving the 20th of March and arriving no later
than the 29th. He wished to meet his wife, Helga, and their friends, Dieter
and Ingrid, who were flying in from their homes in Vienna, Austria. This
Viking Sport Cruiser
would certainly be a challenging trip as there was little allowance for bad
weather. Daily fuel stops would be necessary as the fuel range was about 350 miles at cruising speeds. All
was set, but little did I imagine the effect my mother's death, a few weeks earlier, would have on this voyage.
A Single Tear
It was late in February when my sister called from Florence, South Carolina, to tell me of our mother’s deteriorating health. Another stroke had left her unable to swallow and unable to take food or water. Her wish was to
have no outside intervention to prolong her life. Almost 93 years old, she was ready for her last voyage. On
the 28th I stood beside her, held her hand, and rubbed her forehead. She opened her eyes, but she could not
speak. I felt just the slightest squeeze of her feeble hand on mine; she recognized that I was there. Then, I saw
a tear form, like a single star in her eye. She raised her hand and brushed that glistening droplet away as it
trickled down her cheek. I know not where that tear went. Little did I know that less than a month later I
would be guided by the peace of that very tear.
The next morning my sister asked if I would like to visit my mother
again before I returned to Ft. Lauderdale. I declined for reasons that I
was not sure of. I knew that we had said goodbye for the last time.
My last visit with mother was tender and beautiful, almost serene. I
did not cry or breakdown like I had in previous visits. I knew her time
was near and we were at peace with each other. She would soon be in
peace with God.
Several days later I lay in my bunk; it was one o’clock in the morning
on the fourth of March. Restless and unable to sleep, thoughts about
mother and that single tear drifted about in my mind. I said a prayer
and I asked the Lord to not let mother suffer or linger long. Contentment settled in and I quickly fell asleep. I felt good that morning, re-

Daughter Jennifer, Mother Ada,
Daughter Michele, & Pete
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laxed with my first cup of coffee, and waited for the phone to ring. At 7:30 AM it rang and I thanked the Lord.
It was indeed my sister calling to let me know that mother had passed away during the night. As we spoke
about our mother and remembered her as only her children could. I heard my sister’s voice quiver and she
cried for the first time in a very long while. But I, on the other hand, could not cry. I could only feel the peace
and joy that mother has moved into. Her voyage with us was over, or so I thought, and my voyage to the British Virgin Islands was about to begin.
Not a summer cruise
My mother’s funeral and memorial service was put off until the middle of April giving family members ample
time to gather in my home town of Ashtabula, Ohio and for me to return from my yacht delivery. For the next
couple of weeks, I kept busy preparing Lady IV for her voyage to Virgin Gorda. There was much to do: upgrades, proving systems, provisioning, and adding personal touches. Finally, everything was secure. The
owner had worked side by side with me and my mate, Doug Knickerbocker, for days to make sure everything
met his satisfaction.
It is the 20th of March and we are ready. The weather forecast for tomorrow is great, but there is a weather
front working its way across the United States and will certainly threaten us as we work to the Southeast. We
cast off early in the morning and make our way out of Port Everglades and into the Gulfstream. It is a bright,
sunny day with less than a one-foot chop on the “stream,” unusual for March, and we lay a course to pass just
north of Bimini, then on to Northwest Channel Light, and then Chub Cay for fuel. We top off the tanks, check
vitals, clear customs, and check the weather report. The front is closing in on us, this is not going to be anything like a nice calm summer cruise. We can outrun this ugly weather, but we will have to run 24 hours a
day. Casting off and heading for Northeast Providence Channel, we can stay in deep water all the way to Rum
Cay where we take on fuel again. Running at displacement speed (about 9 knots) at night, the water is several
thousand feet deep through here and so there is no chance of running aground. With morning comes a freshening breeze, however, the front is gaining. We brought her back up on a plane and made good turns towards
Rum Cay. This was a new stop for me, and my new guide book said there was eight and a half feet in the
channel leading to the fuel dock. Twenty-five years of cruising the Bahamas had taught me to read the depth
of the water by its color and I must trust my eyes, this depth is not what the guide book claims. The fuel dock
saw us and sent out a boat to guide us in. More fuel, then lunch, we will wait for high tide to leave. The owner of the marina told us he had promised the author of the cruising guide that he would have his channel
dredged before the book went to press. What could he do, just one guy and a clam bucket with mechanical
problems? The job was not completed in time.
Off again, the seas are definitely building, but that is not a problem. The seas are on our stem and this yacht
was built for more than just a summer cruise. Laying out a course for “Provo” in the Turks and Caicos Islands,
I would rather stop at Cockburn Harbor farther down the chain, but it is just a little too far. Another overnighter and everybody is doing fine. We are holding our own against the front, but the winds are building.
Sunrise, more wind, more speed, I must keep a close watch. I see “Provo,” and look for a couple of buoys
marking the entrance through the reef. Another new port of call for me and another tough entrance, but much
better than Rum Cay. The weather report is not good, but at least the seas are on the stem and this yacht handles it much better than the owner’s previous 42-footer. No time to sightsee in “Provo,” we quickly cast off
and head out again. The wind has picked up to a strong 25 knots and is just aft of beam; it’s getting to be a
pretty wet ride now. Things will get better when we head South through Turks Island Passage toward Cockburn Harbor. At least the seas are on the stern again, but now they are ten footers due to a strong northerly
current. Our fuel consumption is up and now looks too risky to try to make Samana Bay in the DR
(Dominican Republic). Another stop for fuel at Cockburn Harbor and a little rest. The weather forecast shows
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the wind backing off a little during the night but with worse weather expected. We will leave before midnight
and try to make Samana Bay before the front does. I have to say that I was very impressed with this yacht in
rough weather, handling everything without a problem. The next big test after reaching the DR would be the
Mona Passage which is notorious for rough seas this time of year.
We would reach the safety of Samana Bay as the front closed in around us. It is now time to give serious
thought to proceeding into what is certain to be very heavy seas. This will be my second stop in Samana Bay
and will prove to be as interesting as the first.
The Mona Passage
It was early afternoon on Friday the 27th of March, when
we laid over a day in Samana Bay, DR waiting for a
break in the weather. Peter Bertalanffy suggested dinner
ashore and I had decided that we would attempt to leave
late in the evening to cross the Mona Passage. The forecast was for 15 to 20 knots out of the Northeast during the
night and worse after sunrise. It was overcast and now
starting to rain, shore leave is canceled, and another round
of TV dinners is prepared. I withdrew to a small compartment forward (the head) to think about the strategy
we would use to cross the Mona Passage. With the help
of Passages South, I had a plan and the time for departure. We would clear the outer entrance buoy to Samana
Bay, set course to a waypoint northeast of “Hourglass
Mona Passage
Shoal,” well off the coast of the DR. Then we would
cross the Mona Passage to a waypoint near the port of Mayaguez, on the west coast of Puerto Rico. From
there we continued along the coast working our way to the port of Ponce where we would clear customs and
take on fuel. The wind and seas would be on the beam and at displacement speed we would reach the coast of
Puerto Rico in about 13 hours. I announced that we would leave right after dinner.
“Doug, raise the anchor. OK, ahead slow, keep your eyes peeled”. It was pitch black and raining; I could see
a few lights on shore and not much else. This exit from the safety of Samana Bay would be very difficult
without radar, but ours is working perfectly. We picked our way through the anchorage and then east past a
series of buoys. Our bow is surging with the swells that proceed the power of the Mona Passage. Because of
the deepening darkness, all I could do was scan the instruments, check the radar, the depth sounder, the speed
and course, look again outside for anything, another vessel, a house on a hill, nothing, just blackness. Again,
your eyes sweep over the instruments looking for a
change, over and over again. Another sweep, but this
time I see a light, it is a single star, shining through the
abyss. How strange that it is there, just 20 degrees off
the port bow. Several minutes have passed and yet it
still shines so strong. How can just one star be shining
through all the clouds; why not more? What did it
mean? Peter comes forward to the helm station and I
ask: “Do you see that star two points off the port bow?”
Mayaguez, PR
He confirms my sighting and I reply, “Peter, I will tell
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you a story about that star when we reach Virgin Gorda.” Why did I say that? What story will there be to tell?
I know this lone star is special as something stirs my heart when I gaze at its magnificence. A few minutes
later Doug comes forward to the helm and again I ask, “Doug, do you see that star ahead, just off the port
bow?” Another confirmation, and again I reply, “I will tell you a story about that star when we reach Virgin
Gorda.”
We are now at the outer buoy and it is time to set our course to the way point off of “Hourglass Shoal.” I
thought again about that single star, fascinated by its presence, puzzled by its endurance against all that Mother
Nature could do to extinguish the flame. It seemed so uncanny, but somehow, I knew there would be a story
to tell. I looked up again, but this time the star was gone, buried behind the heavy clouds that blocked all the
heavenly bodies. It is pitch black again, so black that I could no longer see the whitecaps and the power of the
“Mona Passage.” I turn to starboard, set the course, and set the auto-pilot to “track.” The auto-pilot does the
work, all we will have to do is stand watch and stay out of trouble. We gallop parallel to the coast, about 10
miles off, in very deep water. I sat at the helm scanning the instruments, first the radar, then the compass, the
engine gauges: RPM’s, oil pressure, water temperature, and voltage. The depth sounder flashes “deep,” indicating that it is well beyond its range to display a depth. Looking outside again, maybe I will see a ship or another star. I thought about that single star again, 20 degrees off the port bow. Time and distance are passing, I
check and recheck.
Wait, the depth sounder is no longer flashing “deep!” It shows 145 feet, maybe it is picking up a thermal layer, it can’t be getting shallow. I recheck, now it is flashing “deep” again. My mind returns to thoughts about
that star; why was it there? The depth sounder again shows a return, it is now 125 feet deep. Plot our position
on the chart, let’s not take any chances, never, ever take anything for granted. The depth sounder now reads
85 feet and we are in heavy seas. I plot my position on the chart, we are dangerously close to a reef a few
miles off shore from the Dominican Republic. How did I make this mistake? When I laid out the course while
at anchor in Samana Bay, I had to plot the way points on two different charts and in different scales. I could
not draw a rhumb line across the two charts and thus was open to error.
A guiding light
I must alter course and head for the safety of deep water. “Doug, alter course 10 degrees to port.” Once again,
I thought about that single star just twenty degrees off our port bow, and now I understood why there would be
a story to tell about a star 2 points off the port bow. I then told Doug, “make that 20 degrees to port, that will
lead us to safety.” I looked out into the blackness that surrounded this tiny craft and I said “Thank you mother,
thank you for that single tear, thank you for that single star, thank you mother and may God bless you.” l am
absolutely sure and firmly believe that star was my mother’s guiding light. She was looking out for her son
and his friends just as I am sure she prayed for the other mariners in her life when she was alive.
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Teller: Bob et. al.
Pets at Sea
In the beginning, I cautioned the reader that this collection is like a twisty country road. Many of these tales
naturally fell from the pages of the Inlet/Outlet, but not this one. During the Coronavirus year of 2020, Commodore Kern began holding virtual cocktail hours using telepresence software. About halfway through these
hour-long parties, someone’s cat crossed the screen, and the gathering began to talk about their pets. It turned
out that many of the crowd that evening had dogs or cats, sometimes both. Historian that I am, I could not let
such a story pass by without comment. The next day I had an e-mail blast sent to the membership asking if
they ever took their pets to sea. Readers of this history will recognize the names of the members who responded to my call. This tale is the result of that query.

In response to my probe, Jim Wallace sent me a brief paragraph about his cat, a Maine Coon. He explained
that the breed has a long association with the sea. In the 18th century, the age of sail, the day’s square-riggers
had a severe problem with agricultural cargos such as wheat or corn. Sailing from ports in Maine heading for
Europe, these ships had an uninvited “guest,” the common rat. In that state lived the largest breed of the domestic cat. Seeing an excellent way to make a buck, a few Yankee entrepreneurs went into the feline breeding
business. Starting with a 30 to 35-pound animal with excellent hunting instincts, they developed quite a trade
selling these mousers to ship owners up and down the coast. These big boys often referred to as gentle giants,
solved the rodent problem. While the Maine Coon terrorized the rats, they had characteristics that the crew
loved. They are intelligent, playful, and gentle, often cited as having dog-like mannerisms.
Jim so admired these cats’ work ethic and sweetness that he gave one to Barbara as a
birthday present. Their pet is named Queen B. Jim remarked that they have never had
a rat problem on Contrails! At the time of this writing, Queen B has retired from her
life at sea. She now chases balls at her new home on the golf course.
Dick & Carol Simmons represent the very essence of pet owners who spend all of their
time aboard. They live aboard Gusto!!! with a variety of animals and have done so
ever since 1997. The move from house to sailboat included two dogs, Brandy and Oliver. Brandy, a female golden retriever, showed up one day in the company of their son
David. He explained that the dog belonged to a friend who found he could not keep
his pet in his apartment. Compassionate sole that David was, he rescued Brandy and
did what any intelligent young man would do, he brought her home to mom.
Dick was in New Jersey on business at the time, so Carol’s call came as a bit of surprising news. “Honey, we have a new addition to our family.” Soon after the adoption,
they took her to the vet for a complete check-up. That is where they found out that Brandy had heartworms.
The treatment was to give enough arsenic to the dog to kill the heartworms, but not enough to kill her. The
procedure was successful, but it caused the hair on her snout to turn grey.
Queen B

A couple of years later, while shopping in Mizner Park, Carol saw one beautiful teak colored Golden Retriever
with a big bushy tail in the back of a pickup. She complimented the young man in the truck that he had a
beautiful dog. He responded, “Do you want him?” Carol said, “I am on my way to work,” but she gave him
her business card. That night he called, and to make a long story short, he soon arrived at the house with Oliver, his dog dish, and his leash. Ok, two dogs on a 44-foot sailboat is not too bad, but wait, there is more.
The Simmons’ had adopted a cat they dearly loved some years earlier. Sadly, that feline crossed the “rainbow
bridge” to the great beyond. After moping around for about three days, we agreed that we needed a new furry
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friend. Dick explained that their vet had an adoption program, where they found an adorable little black kitten.
He picked him up to hold him, and he bit right through Dick’s nose. The tech exclaimed, “I guess you don’t
want him.” Dick responded, “No, he’s just scared – give him a minute.” “In that moment, we bonded,” said
Dick. And he became his cat. He slept next to him every night, and because he was all black, except for one
little white spot under his chin, we named him Boo. Well, Boo did not take up much space, so it is now two
dogs and a cat aboard the Island Packet 44. To live aboard, they sailed this latter-day ark to Dinner Key Marina in Miami.
One-night, Carol heard a cat meowing outside; she said, “I’m afraid Boo is out.” The skipper went out to look
just as a pretty grey striped cat jumped from the dock onto Gusto. They made posters with photos and stuck
them all over the area. No response. After five days, Carol said, “Today would be my Mother’s birthday –
Why don’t we name her, Annie?” Dick then knew she was ours. After getting her spayed and having a wound
on her side fixed and us being $800.00 poorer, she had her forever home on Gusto!!!

As you well know, if you have been reading this saga, S/V Gusto!!! does not stay dockside for very long.
Here is where the “At Sea” part of my title comes into play. The cats found themselves interesting hiding
places on the boat when underway. At days’ end, the dogs loved to swim, run on the beach, and catch Frisbees. Two short vignettes will complete Dick and Carol’s section. Fifty years of water passed under the keel
and much of it in the Bahamas’ clear blue-green. In all those Gulf Stream crossings, there were bound to have
some rough passages. When it got rough, the dogs would lay down on the low side in the cockpit, and the
cats, in their harnesses, would snuggle into the dog’s tummies where they were safe and sound. The dogs took
good care of them as they were family.
A memorable event took place when an exhausted Cape May
Warbler landed on our boat close to Memory Rock on the way
back to Lake Worth Inlet. He wound up sitting on kitty Annie’s
back. An article, printed in Latitudes and Attitudes magazine,
complete with Annie and her adopted bird friend’s photos
proved it. The bird left Annie as Gusto made it safely back to
Lake Worth. When things get scary in the ocean, animals stick
together. Pets make perfect crewmates. The current adventure
feline is Bosley, a four-year-old ginger cat who has been aboard
through three hurricanes. Bosley is undeniably the top cat, boss
of this domain.
Annie and the bird
I am sure you have had this experience. You invite a friend who
you are sure will like sailing to join you aboard your sailboat.
Much to your surprise, the guest hates the water and cannot wait for the end of the voyage. Sometimes it is the
same with pets. Paul Alcock reports that the first boat he and Peggy owned was a swing keel Catalina 250,
Joint Decision. They kept it on a trailer alongside their home. The cockpit sole was a scant 5½ feet from the
ground. Central to this tale is the family dog, Cloe, a total sweetheart of a German Shepherd. Paul and Peggy
sailed this “pocket cruiser” for ten years, but the dog never came aboard. You see, Cloe was allergic to water.
Rain, bathtubs, lakes, it was all the same. If she went outside when it was raining, she would duck her head,
trying not to get wet. It was a hoot trying to get and keep her in the shower when it was time to bathe her. So,
they made peace with Cloe. She was a landlubber, and the sailing couple sailed.
That arrangement worked well until the day their house needed significant rehabilitation. Paul, Peggy, and
Cloe moved out of their home and took up temporary cramped quarters in Joint Decision. To make camping
out in the yard in the hot tropical sun bearable, Paul rigged a window air conditioner in the forward hatch and
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threw a tarp over the boat to maximize the “living space” for all three.
For nearly two weeks, they roughed it. It was not a great effort for humans to get up and into the boat using the swim ladder. For an 85pound Shepard, it was a different matter. Paul would bench-press this
live weight and herd her into the cockpit. Cloe pretty much stayed
there overnight after Paul pulled up the swim ladder to form a corral.
Come the dawn, but before making coffee, he would lower the swim
ladder. Cloe would leap out of the back of the boat so happy to be set
free.
John & Cindy Tucker answered the call with a story that John titled
Sailing with the Hounds. I loved that moniker, but since my tale involves both cats and dogs’ tails, I had to let it pass. For the better part of twenty years, they sailed with dogs as
part of the crew. While strictly speaking, a Sheltie is not a hound, but I will take poetic license here to include
Bimini, a Shetland Sheepdog, for the first part of John’s tale. His full American Kennel Club name was Chenango Baron of Bimini. Like the herd-dog he was, Bimini loved to run up and down the deck barking at
waves. As part of the crew of S/V Promise, an Islander 28, Bimini went everywhere. This meant appearances
at the Columbus Day regattas, Regatta Time in Abaco, and practically all HISC events. When John sold
Promise to another club member, Bimini signed on to Resolute, a 36-foot S2.
Cruise to the backyard

The dog sported a racing harness tethered to a line wound around the windward side winch to be safe. One
day John had his hand firmly on the tiller of Promise when he heard an unusually big wave-like sound to
windward. The Sheltie had executed a “dog overboard” maneuver. The skipper left the helm, hauled in Bimini, who shook himself off and proceeded to get back to work chasing and barking at the waves. Bimini was
well trained, so periodically, the boat would have to make a pit stop. To do this, the dinghy, apply named Relief, would head for the nearest beach. These shore-leave trips always included a beach run, bringing great joy
to Bimini.
While cruising in foreign waters, the Tuckers needed to be mindful of the nation’s laws. The Bahamas required a health certificate from a vet within 48
hours of departure and a current Rabies vaccine. Cruising in the Caribbean,
the British heritage islands typically wanted to see a current Rabies vaccine
certificate. The French and Dutch islands generally didn’t give a damn, merely list the animal on the customs clearance form. John almost got arrested by
a postal worker in Martinique when taking Bimini ashore after dark. That was
a poor move. “What boat are you from,” asked the officer of the law. John
Sea dog Bimini relaxing
stammered, “the sailboat out there with the blue sail covers.” The man
seemed satisfied; however, our boy did not stand around for any more questions and beat a hasty retreat to the
dinghy. On one trip to Grenada in 1999, I am sad to report, Bimini exhibited signs of old age and had to be put
down, never making it back to the United States.
John and Cindy spent the hurricane season of 2000 in Samana, Dominican Republic. They buddy-sailed with
another boat with animals, three dogs, and a cat. The buddy-boat found two abandoned puppies when walking
their dogs on the beach of a small uninhabited island. In the Dominican Republic, people generally have barely enough to eat. As a rule, they kill female puppies so as not to breed more dogs. They knew the Tuckers had
put Bimini down in Grenada and thought the two puppies would fill a void on Resolute. It worked so that
Bridgette and Samantha came aboard to stay. Immediately they got their shots and later spayed. Samantha got
into some rat poison, we think, later in Luperon, D.R., and I am sad to report she did not recover.
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Bridgette came back on the boat to Ft. Lauderdale and lived another 15 years.
Interestingly, when passing through the Bahamas in Mayaguana, the customs
officer was not interested in a veterinary health certificate; he just wanted to
get paid. Those dogs had a bit of whippet blood and loved to run flat out.
Bridgette could run at top speed on the beach and leave marks in the sand at
eight-foot intervals. She could do that for about an hour before running out of
gas.
The “girls”
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Teller – Jim Wallace
One and a Half Times Around

One and a Half Times Around is a detailed story of circumnavigation. It was always going to be part of the
history project from the day I first started to organize my thoughts. Jim and Barbara Wallace devoted eight
years of their lives to this extended cruise. It was a surprise to me just how different two sailors can be when I
sat down with Jim in February of 2020 to record his memory of the years between 2006 and 2014. This difference, vividly illustrated by the mental chasm between my questions and his answers, will become blatantly
obvious to even the most casual reader. Let this be a warning to anyone sitting down at the keyboard. You
don’t know anything about what is going through the mind of the person who is telling the tale.
Here is Jim’s saga in three parts. You are reading the first part right now. It explains how I am condensing
eight years into eight pages, no easy task. The second part is the route, illustrated by the map above. That section will give you the chronology that is lacking in the remainder of this paper. What remains is the important
stuff, unpacking Jim’s memory with his impressions of the trip. This final part is what is interesting. The vehicle of five vignettes will answer Bob’s questions and will illustrate the differences between the two of them.
I did not want to write merely a travelogue, but alas, it is necessary to bring grounding to a story eight years in the making.
The five insights that will follow, illustrated by numerous stories, do not map the progression of the trip. The reader must
understand the route. So buckle up as we join Jim and Barbara
on May 4, 2006, heading for the deep blue waters of the North
Atlantic. We find Contrails on a beam reach sailing to their
first island, Bermuda. The next leg brought them to the Azores.
They enter the Mediterranean at Gibraltar, stopping first at Morocco to sample another form of transportation, camel riding.
S/V Contrails
The Med tour was a clockwise rotation that included Spain, Italy, Croatia, Greece, and Turkey. From that point on, they joined the Eastern Med Yacht Rally. In that fleet,
Contrails visited Syria, Lebanon, Israel, and Egypt. Real estate in this paper is dear. This one paragraph describes almost two years of sailing, touring inland, and living the life of the natives in the countries just named.
With Gibraltar behind them, they begin their second transatlantic crossing.
Following in the wake of so many European explorers, Jim and Barbara first put into the Canary Islands and
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then on to Cape Verde. As you all know, you cross the Atlantic from west to east in the Gulfstream, keeping
well to the north and return by taking a southerly course. Two thousand one hundred nautical miles (NM) pass
under the keel of the Stevens 47 before they drop the hook in Trinidad. It is May 2008, when they leave Trinidad for a leisurely cruise across the northern coast of South America. There were visits to Grenada, Aruba,
Cartagena, and Panama. The sands of time flow down the glass, such that it is the year 2009 before they find
themselves on the eastern shore of the vast Pacific Ocean.
Before really heading west, they set the autopilot on a southwest heading to make port-of-call at the Galapagos
Islands. That run of 1,000 NM is merely a warmup. The next leg is the real transpacific haul to the Marquesas, a trek of 3,000 NM. From there, it was island hopping to include the Tuamotus, Tahiti, Bora Bora, Rarotonga, Niue, Tonga, and ending up in New Zealand. Now it is northward to Vanuatu and then onward to Darwin, Australia. By this time, we are into 2010. That year and the next one found our voyagers spending time
in Indonesia, Singapore, and Thailand. Then it is back south through the Sundra Straits and into the Indian
Ocean to fetch the Cocos (Keeling) Islands as the calendar marks 2012. Contrails put another 3,000 NM behind her to arrive in Mauritius. Leaving this small island, the Wallaces next make landfall on the southern tip
of the big island of Madagascar. 2013 finds them landing on their 5th continent, Africa, at Cape Town. Now it
is back into the Atlantic, albeit the South Atlantic, heading for St. Helena, Ascension Island, and a return to
Trinidad. As the new year of 2014 begins, Jim and Barbara revisit Granada and then set sail for home, arriving
back on May 27, 2014. In eight years and 23 days, they visited 41 countries and covered 35,000 nautical
miles.
With the overview of the voyage out of the way, we are free to concentrate on what it meant to Jim Wallace to
sail around the world. As you have already learned, his ideas stand in stark opposition to my own. I first met
Jim in 2014, shortly after his return. He is a man of few casual words, so it was many years after our first
meeting that I learned of the circumnavigation. My view of his mind was one of awe. He was rational, fearless, competitive, and a skilled operator of many vessels that ply any liquid, be it water or air. What he said as
he started to speak into my digital audio recorder came as a complete surprise. “Bob, while we were good sailboat racers, we were not very experienced cruisers; we didn’t know “jack” about cruising.” How the Wallaces
evolved into experienced cruisers is the subject of this first series of vignettes.
Jim is a gifted student and an outstanding planner. When he and Barbara decided to take a
long ocean voyage, he read many books on circumnavigation. The gold standard was, and
still is, World Cruising Routes by Jimmy Cornell. Cornell had been around the world many
times. He does this with “rallies,” groups of sailboats matched for similar size and speed, that
he had organized. Jim knew, right from the start, that he had to have the right boat for this
long ocean trek. The Stevens 47 was the right tool for this job. This Sparkman and Stephens
designed cutter has an elongated fin keel making it a fast and safe craft for bluewater sailing.
Like all of his sailing vessels before and after this craft, Jim named the Stevens 47 Contrails.
It did not take long for them to realize that the normal route around the globe would have them enter the Mediterranean Sea from the Indian Ocean. These were not normal times. Pirates infested the waters off the southern end of the Red Sea. The route was modified such that the Med tour occupied their first two years and
avoided the Arabian Sea completely. That way, Jim and Barbara could enjoy Europe at a leisurely pace, while
avoiding the fate of Captain Phillips. A bonus, derived from this large detour, meant they learned a great deal
through on-the-job training while still in the first world before dealing with issues in the third. Even before the
adventure began, these intrepid racers were becoming experienced cruisers.
Being a retired pilot for United Airlines, Jim already knew a lot about the weather. The period an airman’s
exposure to weather is less than a day. An ocean sail can last three weeks — Jimmy Cornell to the rescue. Try
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to be in the right place at the right time. The weather is so important. Every place on the route has bad weather time. The book explained an optimal time to do a particular leg at a particular time. Not only would we
consult the book, but we would ask our fellow travelers. We were so green that we depended on the advice of
the experienced. We would pick their brains. Where are you going to go? When are you going to do it? How
are you going to do it? How long is it going to take? They were more prepared than we were. Jim’s education continues.
Once at sea, the learning never stops. An example is a Canadian named Herb. He provided daily weather updates using single sideband shortwave radio. He would tell you where to be. Jim has always been frugal;
Herb would do it for free. But Herb was a bit ornery. If you didn’t follow his instructions and you weren’t
where he thought you should be, he would not give you the information. You didn’t follow his directions; he
would cut you off. On one particular leg, the wind was blowing 40 knots on a broad reach. We were okay.
We had isinglass windows all around us, so we were sitting in T-shirts. It was just a gale blowing, and we
were flying. We did a 200-mile day. We just concluded this was the way it was supposed to be cruising in the
ocean, because Herb mentioned, none of this. So, after that, we stopped talking to Herb. Lesson learned!
Because we had shortwave, we were never out of audio communication. Jim, who admits he is a computer
neophyte, hooked up a modem to receive e-mail. The weather was not the only information we needed. Between the two of them, they had three senior parents back home in different parts of the country. We had to
manage all three, Jim’s two, and Barbara’s one. Before they left, they set up a plan for life support systems for
their elders. Now the plan was executed from the middle of the ocean.
All plans laid out along an eight-year timeline will change. For example, they knew nothing about the Eastern
Med Yacht Rally they joined after leaving Turkey. Rallies were really helpful. They would help you plan and
they gave you a group in which to travel. This first one contained 60 vessels divided into three fleets, principally by boat speed. Contrails joined its fleet of twenty sailboats after leaving Kemer, located on the south
coast of Turkey. As noted above, the rally visited Syria, Lebanon, Israel, and Egypt. They had a destroyer
escort for safety. Jim mentioned that he was surprised by this, but that was the only way to do it. He noted
that you could not do this now, but at that time, it was the only way to go. The people of these countries welcomed us, and the other 200 odd world-cruisers, because a large part of their income was tourism. They were
showing off their country, and it made a deep impression on the Wallaces. By the time they got into the eastern Mediterranean, they had become the experienced cruisers I had thought them to be from the beginning.
Just as I did not comprehend Jim’s mind regarding his personal feelings about their cruising experience, I
failed to understand their concept of open water sailing and touring while in port. My gunkhole style of cruising led me to project that Jim and Barbara would turn off the autopilot from time to time and enjoy the sights,
sounds, and smells of the water miles offshore. Jim quickly corrected me as he explained the whys and hows
of their adventure. “We never turned off the autopilot while underway.” We used manual control only to enter and leave port. We must turn back the clock to the early 2000s to understand why they did what they did
and why they did it.
Jim explained that both he and Barbara were in the airline industry. A person needs a full measure of wanderlust to start on such a long voyage. They both worked for international airlines; Barbara was TWA, Jim was
United. They had traveled the world throughout the middle years of their lives, and it only whet their appetite
for this trip. The problem with the airline life is you may see the world, but you’re only there for about 20
hours. Jim mentioned that he had seen cool people in other nations and that they lived a pretty cool life.
Cruising would allow us to go into all those places and stay as long as we wished. A lot of people who do this,
stay on their boats as they go around the world. That was not in their plan. We would pull into a port and prepare to stay for weeks or even months at a time. Often we would get on buses or trains, and at other times we
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rented a car. We just had to see what is on the other side of the proverbial mountain. We loved the people that
we met; they were so adventurous. We, too, wanted to have an adventure.
This yarn could go on for pages describing many of the ports-of-call
along the route, but for this story I will describe only a few. A visit to
the village of Kemer, Turkey, illustrates the learning, touring, and experiences, which was the reason for the cruise. This quaint seaside resort
has a population of about 12,000 and has been a going concern since the
ancient Greeks established the place. Contrails pulled into the harbor
there, capable of holding 320 yachts, and stayed the whole winter.
They quickly established friendships with the other ex-pats living in
Kemer and immersed themselves in the local culture. Most of the activities involved their new friends. They all piled into busses to the local
sites of the ancient world like the Roman ruins at Phaselis. Considering how old these ruins are, you can still
get a feel for how daily life was when the city was in its prime. The long waterway canals, round theatre, and
ancient agoras were carefully planned and built around the main harbor street that gives way to views of the
crystal blue sea and golden beaches. On Wednesdays, to be further immersed in the local culture, they went to
a language school to learn Turkish. They would gather up in a bar every afternoon at 5:00 PM and have dinner
together. Thursday was movie night. This pattern of life repeated itself at many of the points of landfall
around the world.
My gunkhole style of cruising led me to ask, “Hey Jim, did you ever say ‘let’s just cut this autopilot stuff?’”
“No, we never did anything like that.” There was just stuff to do all the time. Being a crew of two, we took
shifts of four hours each. You had to watch your lines constantly, your sails, make repairs, and do log updates.
Communicating with people took up a lot of time either on shortwave radio or by e-mail. We had so many
responsibilities still back in the states. Every day we were communicating with somebody.
Bluewater sailing took its toll on our home on the sea. There was always something to repair. If they truly
had nothing to do, they read a lot. There was a large library on board. Another free-time activity was fishing;
it was big. If there was a large fish on the line, it took maybe 30 minutes to land it. That happened a couple of
times. This leisure activity, like others performed at sea, had danger lurking nearby. One time they were
fighting a fish off the stern and nearly got run over by a large freighter. They had let their guard down. That is
never a good thing! Here was this Leviathan coming right at them. In the Lefty Gomez, “I’d rather be lucky
than good” category; they lucked-out.
Normality was sitting in the cockpit and keeping your concentration focused on the small world around you.
Long ocean legs would be good if the weather conditions were primo or bad if Aeolus had it in for you. Meteorology was the first consideration. If it were dead calm, you’d be running the Iron Genny. Contrails got into
some of that coming across the Atlantic. We found ourselves in the horse latitudes. Jim kept a written log and
the fuel level was a principal entry. It can be boring, or if the weather is bad, it is just a nightmare. You, my
patient reader, will learn more about storms at sea in a short while. In every one of the ocean crossings, Jim
lost about 10 pounds. You are never quite rested.
Barbara did most of the meal preparation and she was good at it. First, she was an excellent chef. Second, she
had a cast-iron stomach so that a pitching sailboat presented her with no issues down below in the galley. And
finally, she had manual dexterity as this next vignette reveals. The Stevens 47 had a gimballed four-burner
stove. Jim recalled looking down the companionway and seeing the stove swing back and forth in the galley.
Barbara was standing there with carrots in one hand and hanging on with the other. And every time the stove
would go by, she threw another handful of carrots in the pot. When it came back the other way, she tossed in
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potatoes. It was a cooking ballet in continuous motion.

The last small insight Jim had for this segment about time spent on land and in the water, was an example of
how far from the boat they would travel when touring. Near the end of their trip, they left Contrails in Cape
Town, South Africa, and traveled up to the north of that country to Kruger National Park, almost 1,200 miles
away by road. When he told me about the safari they enjoyed, I remarked that we are going to Kruger later
this year. Coronavirus killed our trip. That prompted him to tell me the following.
When taking the safari tour, the animals come right up to your Range Rover. Don’t you be sticking your hand
out. I assured Jim that we would not. If you take one step out of the vehicle, you’re in the food chain. He
talked about the driver’s keen eyesight. He saw something way off in the distance. Jim said he didn’t see anything. And then he saw the grass move. Out of the moving scrub came two cheetahs and a small pig. The
cheetahs were behind, but gaining on the pig. The cheetahs, one on either side of the pig, were closing in. We
parked alongside a long straight road. These two cheetahs and the pig shot right by us. The pig is hauling ass
man. They’re going 60 miles an hour. The cheetahs are right beside him with their heads turned right towards
the pig. Suddenly, the piglet decides he’s gotta change course. He makes a hard right turn, and that just tumbled the cheetahs right out of control. The pig got away. A little while later, we saw the unsuccessful cheetahs
just sitting in the woods keeping an eye on us.
We have reached the third topic where the clueless interviewer, that would be me, was once again surprised.
Before I learned the extent of the voyage, I had assumed that Jim and Barbara would simply sail from port to
port without much interaction with the local population. Jim explained that this was exactly how many of the
circumnavigators would do it. But, this was not the style of the Wallace family, as you know by now. What
follows are four more insights into the lives of folks they met on their adventure.
I asked Jim if he could tell me about a few of his memories. He did not
hesitate with the first one, an island they visited in the Tuamotus, in
French Polynesia, part of a chain of almost 80 islands and atolls. This
sunken volcano’s land, probably only half a square mile in area, is
home to a family that owns a large pearl farm. Getting into the caldera,
which was two miles across, was not easy. The little bits of land were
the remnants of the volcano’s cone. There was a roped-off area in the
caldera in which lines were hanging down to a depth of 60 feet. Suspended on these ropes were racks that held the seeded oysters. Every
six months, they pull the racks up. They take the racks in and extract
the pearl. If it was a really good oyster, a really good mother, they put
Oysters
another piece of sand in and put her back. They would use these good
mothers for four or five years. Jim and Barbara used this atoll as a harbor for several days. They got to know
the owner, who was very religious, quite well. He would preach to them a lot. His large family, wife and 12
children, was the only one on the island. For their part, Jim would take the family out sailing. The family
would take Jim and Barbara ashore and make them part of the clan for dinner. The climax was when Contrails
was about to leave. He gave the departing Americans a present, a bag of pearls.
The second story about interactions with natives was quite different. Near the end of their voyage, they put
into a harbor at the very southern tip of Madagascar. It was the terminus of a 20-day leg. When their flotilla
arrived in a small village, they took shelter from a storm system that was coming in. So, the word went out to
the fleet to hunker down. Contrails was made fast, in the lee of the island, anchored in 100 feet of water. Everyone knew what was coming, but there wasn’t enough time to make another crossing. The sailors went into
this little village. Jim remarked he would never forget what he saw. He explained, “it was the poorest village
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I had ever seen in my entire life. The people lived in huts with dirt floors. Their clothing was just scraps of
fabric.” They had enough to eat because they were fishermen. But they didn’t have anything else.
We all took our extras off the boat and gave them to the people. It was just like a mob scene, maybe 100 of
these poor souls. We try to organize them by getting them into line. “Be patient. If you stand in line, we will
give you all of this stuff.” One of the girls in our fleet gave the clothes right off her back. She came back to
the boat in only her bra and panties. It was an eye-opening experience. Barbara and Jim realized at this point
just how fortunate we Americans are. It is an honor to live in such a rich country as our own. Unless you go
out of your way, you never really get to see this kind of stuff. It was abject poverty. The things that we take
for granted, water, for example, we use more water brushing our teeth than they drink. They have to row two
miles to get to a source of potable water, very eye-opening. It gave us a real appreciation of our homeland.
The final brief anecdote is not about anyone Jim met, but about Jim himself. About halfway between Australia
and Sri Lanka, there is an island group called the Cocos (Keeling). The Australian government has a defense
line at sea. When they catch illegal aliens, they lock them up on this island and pay to keep them there. The
vast majority of people that they catch are from southeast Asia. They would rather have them on the island
than have them coming to Australia. The government is picky about people reporting before they enter Australia regardless of the port of entry. You want to let them know ahead of time that you’re coming, and Jim
missed this little subtle detail. So, when Contrails got into port, they got written up. “They kinda slapped my
hand and said I shouldn’t have done that. They didn’t shoot me, so that was good. And all I got was this little
letter explaining about my indiscretions.”
The topic of challenges was not one of my wrong preconceived notions, but one about which I wanted Jim to
educate me. Boy, did I get a lesson about the terrors of the deep. For most of the voyage, Contrails plied the
major shipping lanes of the world. Our intrepid crew of two maintained constant vigilance because there were
hours of boredom punctuated by brief moments of terror. While pilot Jim was very familiar with this from flying, a flight of maybe 18 hours is brief compared to 21 days a sea. Freighters were the worst. They are not
looking for you. They are doing 22 knots, and they have a schedule to keep. Picture twelve guys aboard one
of these giants, and only one speaks English. Worse, there might be only one who knows anything about navigation or keeping a proper watch. “We’re out there in a fiberglass boat with cloth sales experiencing 10-foot
seas. We go into the bottom of one of these waves, and they can’t see us. We are invisible.” They might see
us when we are on top of the waves but, maybe not. And then add some bad weather, and there you are looking death and destruction in the eye.
I asked about a good radar reflection when you are on the top of the waves, and Jim replies, “sometimes, and
maybe.” Jim explains that this trip started before the Automatic Identification System (AIS) was in wide use.
They bought one of the first AIS units in Darwin ,Australia. It was wonderful. You are probably going to see
a ship way before they see you, if they see you at all. You try to call them on the radio. You can tell pretty
quickly if you are on a collision course. You call him up: “vessel at the approximate position, this is the sailing vessel Contrails.” You give your latitude and longitude. “We are the sailing vessel at your two o’clock
position. We are 10 miles away. We are on a collision course. What are your intentions?” Nothing. We get
no response. These guys are on a schedule. The rule of the sea is if you are having an emergency, they have
to stop. They have to respond. Everybody helps everybody. But all bets are off if they don’t acknowledge.
And they can pretend that they didn’t get the message if they don’t acknowledge you. They don’t have to do
anything. So that’s what they did most of the time. That was their rule. They wouldn’t say anything. You
would continue to call them and watch them. Finally, you would announce to them that we are on a collision
course. “I am taking evasive action to take your stern.” This declaration worked pretty well in the daytime.
At night this same situation got to be a whole other bucket of worms. Your angles were different, or at least
you would perceive them differently and then add weather in so your visibility range would be maybe two
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miles. That was the biggest worry.

I asked if Jim had radar. Not really, was his response. They started the trip with radar. But it went down early
in the voyage, and they never could get it repaired. The downside of a 47-foot boat is that it’s got a lot of systems aboard. The Wallaces had a very long repair list, so radar was never very high on it. Particularly in the
places where they were sailing, technicians equipped to handle our modern systems, like radar, were few.
They barely knew how our boat worked.
Another challenge was theft. When we pulled into port, it was like the gods had sent a treasure trove. You
surely didn’t need all that line that was on your boat. So, a little piece here and there went missing. Or your
dinghy. We never had the dinghy stolen, but a lot of people did. We would pull it up to the gunwale every
night, straight up out of the water. We couldn’t bring it aboard as we didn’t have davits. We just let it hang
there. And we never got bothered.

The next challenge is one that each of us could picture without any trouble at all. You and your mate are all
alone in mid-ocean when a terrible, local storm barrels into your 47-foot sailboat. The good ship and true
slides down the backside of a wave and noses into the mass of green-gray water of the next one. Water pours
over the deck. The only thing that protects the sailors from the deluge is the dodger. Wave after wave pounds
the boat. Then, a monstrous wall of water strikes the bow, washes down the deck, and then bang! It hits the
dodger and rips out the isinglass. Water floods into the cockpit and drains down the companionway into the
cabin. “Oh Jesus”
That was exactly what happened to our adventurers en route to Darwin, Australia, off the coast of Vanuatu.
Here is the rest of the story, as told by Jim. Well, we bailed out and dried out, and everything looked okay.
Unbeknownst to us, that wall of water went down and soaked the emergency position-indicating radio beacon
(EPIRB). It fired off its signal to the satellite and then down to the ground station. The next morning I’m on
watch, and a giant container ship pulls up alongside us. And Barbara said, “look at that.” We are right here in
the middle of nowhere. And here’s this container ship stopped right alongside our boat. I wonder what’s going on. Over the radio, a voice comes on in an Italian accent. “Contrails! Contrails! Are you all right? Are
you okay?” We said yeah, we’re fine. We are okay. They said, “international rescue has directed us to you in
this position.” They had received the satellite signal, and all boats in our area were being directed to come to
our rescue. I said, “oh my God!” We convinced them that we were okay. We carried on this conversation for
about 10 minutes. We learned a little later on how this all went down. We had filed our float plan and given
the name of Hal Steward as our contact in case of emergencies. We called Hal and assured him that everything was okay, and we were fine. Not only Hal, but other people were on our emergency call list. One by
one, people checked in to find out how we were. Was that not a little exciting?
God gave Noah the rainbow sign, No more water, the fire next time! This event is a tad out of sequence; however, Jim did have to deal with fire from heaven. While they were in the Mediterranean, early in the trip, they
passed by the volcanic island of Stromboli. It is in the Tyrrhenian Sea off the north coast of Sicily. The volcano was active. As if to celebrate Jim’s 62nd birthday, the mountain was erupting, sending flames shooting skyward. Pieces of lava were coming, floating by in the water, and they were still aflame. They were all around,
and therefore he was up all night. Jim kept trying to wash down the decks because he was afraid that stuff was
going to burn a hole in the boat.
We have now come to this interview’s last point of inquiry. Once again, I had no idea what Jim was going to
say. The question was, “How did this grand adventure change you?” Well. For one thing, it lowered my faith
in navigational charts. We are coming from Tonga and heading to New Zealand. And it is just getting dusk
with Fiji just off to the west. Fiji is renowned for uncharted waters. Off to my right-hand side, I see an island.
It’s a small island. It is within a half-mile of us. We looked at the chart; it’s not there. It is a new island. And
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it is going dark. Are there any other new islands around here? What other new pieces of land might I hit?
That bothered me for about two days. It caused me to worry a lot, but it really was no problem. We didn’t see
any more of these phantoms, but this event certainly got my attention.
Jim has gained great respect for the natural world. Even in a sailboat, you’re surrounded by the technology of
the modern world. To illustrate nature, consider the very small island of Niue, halfway across the Pacific.
They don’t have a harbor, but they have a pier that goes out into the sea. You anchor in about 60 to 100 feet of
water. There is a giant crane on the dock, with a line always extended down. You have to have a center point
fitting in your dink. They lift your dinghy with you in it and swing you ashore. That’s how you get ashore. It
is a community of maybe a thousand people. It used to be big, but it is not big anymore. They have a little bit
of tourism. It is, however, on the migration path of the humpback whales.
The whales come into the anchorage by the dozens. There were so
many there for our first night, gathering all around the fleet. We were
visiting on a friend’s boat while they were spewing all around us. We
were afraid to get in our dink, so we had to spend the night on their
boat. The next night there was a mother on one side of our boat and
her calf on the other side. They are calling to each other. We would
hear their whoops all night long. At this point in the interview, Jim
makes whale sounds that sounded quite realistic to me. Later on, the
next day, somebody shouts, “whales seen.” We hop into this 10-man
dinghy and travel about ¼ of a mile across the water. It is a whale and
Humpback whales
her calf. We decided to take a dive and swim with the whales. We had
scuba gear, but this time, it was just snorkels. We did a free dive in about 40 feet of water. The calf is very
inquisitive, and he comes right over to us. We were told not to touch. Then the mother comes over and she
swims between us and the calf. We are only a few feet away from this whale’s eye. It’s huge. You can see it
flexing and focusing. We had her complete attention. She was making sure we were not an enemy. That went
on for about an hour. It was a special experience. This bit of nature was worth remembering.
Jim shifted gears here as he told me the next dive was to see the underwater snakes. These snakes are air
breathers. They were in 30 feet of water. Now, we were in scuba gear. We look up, and there’s a whole line
of bubbles. The line is as big as this house. It is the snakes’ breathing. They go up and down. There were
hundreds of them, a whole wall of them. One decides to follow me. They’re also poisonous. So, the one that
followed me was right between my legs, and I didn’t even know it. The divemaster sees it and she swims right
over to me, between my legs and starts beating the snake. Well. That was a little exciting.
As if to conclude this sea story about one very long cruise, Jim exclaimed that he had enough cruising to last a
lifetime. “Cruised out,” as he expressed it. Consequently, Jim said, “I don’t do that anymore.” As you know,
I still love racing. We did a couple of races while on the cruise. We did one while we were in Tahiti, and another one while we were in the Mediterranean. We concluded that going out and doing about three hours of
racing with the HISC was just about long enough time on the water. And we like to come back to the afterrace parties and lie about our day. That suits us just fine. That’s plenty for me.
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Teller: Dick Simmons (May 1, 2001)

Bahamas Bound

A whole bunch of sailors plotted and planned.
To sail their vessel to a faraway land.
A land with no worries, and hardly a care –
'Cause the ads, they all said " it was better there."
They loaded their boats with all sorts of gear,
But mostly, they loaded their boats up with beer.
The leader cast off his lines and well-wishers roared!
He forgot to unplug his electric cord.
At Hillsboro Inlet they had a good start.
But what was our heading? No one aboard had a chart!
Now what will we do – it’s a hell of a mess.
Till someone appeared with a new GPS.
Hurry, run to the Dodge book and get us lat/lon
And by Jove, we’ll soon know the course that we're on.
Put batteries in – get a quick Almanac.
While we are waiting for that, we'll just tack forth and back.
Now, enter a waypoint – maybe even a route.
Navigation’s not hard – this whole thing is a hoot!
Suddenly, numbers on the screen do appear.
Now we know that we’ll get there - maybe even this year.

We looked forward to sailing, set the sheets and let’s go.
We looked forward to sailing, but the wind didn’t blow.
Started up the iron genny, check the gauges and then,
Found the damn alternator was not charging again.
But the fridge is still working so everything’s fineThrow some beer in the icebox and throw out a line.
We can troll as we motor and still be a winner.
With a little good luck we’ll have dolphin for dinner.
About 1800 the mate said to me –
“We’ve been gone a long time – don’t you think we should see.
Some sign of shore – or a bird or a tree?
We’ve been out here for hours – all I see is more sea!”
Could it be that the Gulfstream is running so fast
We just kept on going while West End was past?
Do you think it might just possibly be
We went halfway between Memory Rock and Sandy Cay?
The sun’s going down – we just kept getting blinder.
I have an idea – go check the depth finder.
If we’re still in deep water we really should sight.
A tall water tower that has a red light.
And then we will know everything is OK.
And we’ll soon clear Customs in old Bahama Bay.
While we have our sundowner and settled back off our feet.
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We’ll provide the no-see-ums with something to eat.
Early to rise – we head out for Great Sale
With the wind from the East – it just doesn’t fail!
It always seems to be headed in the opposite way
From the way that I planned on going today.
My dog looks at Mangrove as we motor by –
Says, “I know there’s no beach – but we could give it a try.”
“Just lie in the cockpit, cross your legs and hang on.
There’s a beach at Great Sale, we’ll be there before long.”
From Great Sale the group can’t decide where to go.
Some want to “get there” – some want to go slow.
Some head to Carters and some Spanish Cay.
I’m happy here in the islands – makes no difference to me.
It’s finally decided we’ll each go our own way.
But we’ll meet at Green Turtle on Abaco Race Day.
Then onto the Hub-Marsh Harbour, Hopetown.
We’ll sip Margaritas and watch the light go around.
We’ll spend a few nights at quaint Man O’War,
And spend a few dollars at Albury’s store.
It’s filled to the rafters – there are bags all about.
I don’t know why we buy more – the stuff never wears out.
Eight-fifteen every morning, channel 68 on your set
Carries Dame Pattie and the old Cruiser’s Net.
Barometer Bob tells you what is in store.
When he’s done with the weather, you can ask him for more.
His financial weather tells of stocks, if you’ve got ‘em,
He may want to quit till the damn thing hits bottom.
As it falls through the floor, Bob just says it can’t last
In the meantime, five guys jumped from the top of their mast.
But the sky is still blue, and the sea is still clear.
You can forget all of that for as long as you’re here.
I’ll see you in Guana, I know that I will
Havin’ a cool one at Nippers at the top of the hill.
At the end of July you’ll see boats heading West.
Full of sunshine and smiles, ‘cause they’ve all had a good rest.

But I’ll stay here till August with my body immersed
Because lobster season opens up on August first!
Richard E. Simmons
March 25, 2001
s/v Gusto!!!
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Teller: Bob, Doug Knickerbocker
Why a Sailing Club has Powerboats
Before I start to spin this yarn, you should know that the time of its creation was the spring of 2020, in the
worst days of the Coronavirus pandemic. No matter where this tale will appear in the final form of this history, you will read other stories of how the HISC survived the pestilence.
When the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club, founded in 1971, began, it adopted a policy that membership was open
to all who had an interest in boating. Most of the original members belonged to the Gulfstream Sailing Club,
whose documents required members to own a sailboat. The 1971 Roster listed three members who owned
powerboats and many who owned no boats at all. The need for a Race Committee boat explains the first
group. The logic for the latter group comes from the need for crew aboard a racing sailboat. Someone who
signs on for a season of racing expects respect. “What do you mean that I cannot join the HISC?” And so,
non-boat owners were welcomed from the start. This policy surprisingly enlarged the fleet when one of the
crewmembers bought a boat. My experience, too, illustrated this logic. Fully retired in 2009, when we joined
the club, I never expected to own another sailing vessel. However, by 2012 we had Esprit du Vent.
This tale is about powerboaters I know personally, because I never learned the stories of members who had
them before I joined the club. Sadly, with one exception, the paragraphs are few, as my friends did not elaborate on how they joined a sailing club with a powerboat. Doug & Elizabeth Knickerbocker fill the pages of
this story because Doug wrote a monthly column in the Inlet/Outlet called Trawler Tales. He was so prolific
that his stories could fill a quarter of this tome by itself. I will spare you, my readers, that.
I begin with Ira Wechterman, one of the best racing sailors in the club.
What Ira knows about sail trim could fill a textbook on sailing. I have
seen him come aboard a “middle of the fleet” racer and turn it into a
collector of racing silverware. His sailing prowess almost never developed; he could have been a “stinkpotter” right from the start. In 1975
he was ready to put his money down on a powerboat when the impact
of the oil crisis hit him in the pocketbook – where it really hurts! To
make matters worse, one could not even buy fuel for a while for a
pleasure vessel.
A friend of his suggested, “why don’t you take up sailing?” Ira rented
Ira aboard Southwind
a 19’ Pearson Resolute, and on eight Wednesdays, during July and August in New England, he learned to sail. Ira said to me that it did not take that long because, after the first
three hours, he was a sailing aficionado. Not only did he get sucked into the sport, we all love, but it affected
his wife, Helene, and two daughters to boot. What to do? The only thing he could do. Take the money, earmarked for a powerboat, and apply it to a sailboat. He bought a number of these ending up with a wing keel
Pearson 39. Just before moving to Deerfield Beach, FL, the Wechterman family sold it – much to his regret.
Ira states that the Pearson would have raced well here in the sunny south. Sadly. That was not to be.
Making marriage work sometimes involves boats. In 2004, Helene bought a southeastern Florida condo by
herself; Ira never saw it before their name was on the title. She softened the blow by pointing out that it included dock space at 94¢ per foot. After being crew for over forty years, she wanted nothing to do with another sailboat. “Ira, if you want a boat, it’s all your baby.” Over the years, he couldn’t help observing what else
was on the water, even powerboats. The Albin 28 always beckoned as a nice looking, sturdy boat. The semidisplacement hull would deliver a comfortable ride in an angry sea, similar to a sailboat. The speed over the
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ground is twice as fast as a sailboat but does not pound the way a planing hull does.

With that advice and research, Ira returned to his inexpensive dock with his purchase, Southwind. She gets
quite a bit of use. Fishing, casual rides on the Intracoastal, HISC photo-boat, and party-boat in a club raft-up
are the many roles for this first-rate player. Of course, Ira never has given up on sailing. When there is a race
to be won, he is always in demand.
Other stories in this collection tell of Dave & Betty Coviello. There are so many “Dave Stories” it almost
seems criminal to add one more, but we must do what we must do. This tale is classic HISC. A racing skipper
joins the club in 1992 determined to win, or buy the boat that would make it so. Two years later, Dave is the
proud owner of 2PIA, a C&C Landfall 43. PIA is the third sailboat he owned with that name. Pain in the *?#
Dave. Getting this racehorse from Tortola in the BVI is a great tale, but that one will have to wait for another
time.

Fast, but not fast enough. Fast forward to 1998, and the membership
expects skipper Coviello to buy some thoroughbred racing machine, but
wait. What turns up at his dock? He and his bride do lay out the big
bucks. They buy a DeFever 44, a trawler. Not only is it a stinkpot, but
a slow one at that. “David, you have a lot of explaining to do.”
Here is the scoop. Dave & Betty are socializers first and racing sailors
second. Where in the world is Dave? If there is a group around, chances are he is right in the middle of it. It might be flipping hamburgers at
the HISC picnic, acting as Lord of the Dance at the Holiday Party, or
holding court at the Thursday Men’s Lunch; he is center stage. So I
Boat of US
guess that sailboats do not strike the right chord when entertaining is the
order of the day. A big trawler is a far better setting for a party, be it in southeastern Florida or the Bahamas.
Dave once told me how much fuel costs to make the trip to the islands, but you do not want to know that!
As you have just learned, Dave has a way with boat names. What to call the big trawler? When he was still
sailing the C&C, a friend asked him to help him in naming his boat. Betty suggested Boat of Us. Their neighbor declined, but the name stuck in the back of her mind. So, when Dave came home with the powerboat,
Boat of Us was painted on the transom. They still had the boat when Pat and I joined the club in 2009. Many
were the docks where you could join the Coviellos for food, drink, and extraordinary stories.
A powerboat can provide features that few sailboats can match. Power, of course, is the reason for this. Paul
& Diane Ferrara, who owned such a vessel, were members for six years. Bella, a Searay, Sundancer 38, was
such a powerhouse. She was the original party boat. Bella featured a sound system that could and did rock the
whole circle raft-up. Their capacity to make ice was unmatched by any other craft in our fleet. During the
Change of Command circle, I think in 2016, Bella was rafted right alongside Esprit du Vent. Pat and I, along
with a dozen members, shared adult beverages while listening to the stomach pounding beat of the stereo. The
vibrations precluded any small talk. Presently, Paul demonstrated mercy and lowered the volume.
Loneliness goes a long way to explaining why we have a 44’ powerboat in our squadron. Jeff Keiser grew up
in Florida and at thirteen had his first boat. He married Judy, a New York transplant, who came to love his
passion for boating when she joined him in southeastern Florida. They own a Tollycraft 44’ named Affection.
Neither of them chose the boat’s name. That was the handicraft of Judy’s father, who observed Judy and Jeff’s
warm display of affection for one another.
Before joining our club, they were members of a powerboat organization called Club Marine. The issue here
was the member’s average age was above 80. The Keisers had a seven-year-old son William. The fit was not
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ideal. William, with a touch of irony, is the reason that Jeff & Judy joined a sailing club. He was a student at
the Pine Crest School and a classmate of Manny Arrillaga, son of Lucy & Hector. The adults met at many
school functions and became friends. Hector, who is not shy, suggested that Judy & Jeff join the HISC. As
you, my readers, know our club welcomes into membership any sailboat, powerboat, or no-boat owner. All it
takes is a love of the sea and all who sail upon her.
As you can see from the image of the 2017 Circle Raft-up, the stern of
Tollycraft can accommodate a party. Did you know that our members
hold regular social gatherings? Well, we do. Jeff remembered one particular Oktoberfest celebration where Affection was host-boat and the
center-boat in the raft-up in Lake Boca. With oom-pa-pa music blaring
from the sound system, dinghies began to arrive at the stern. And did
the revelers come empty-handed? No, they did not! The small watercrafts, packed to the gunwales with tasty German foods, tied up. Members brought bratwurst, sauerkraut, pretzels, and, lest I forget to mention, copious amounts of German beer. Beers of all colors and styles
from light to heavy was the beverage of choice.

Dinghies aft of Affection
For the past thirty years, no one has been a more prolific article writer than Captain Doug Knickerbocker.
From his many posts in the Inlet/Outlet newsletter, I have been able to construct part of his cruising history in
powerboats. Doug has been messing about in boats all his life. Soon after he and his wife Elizabeth joined our
club late in 1990, they bought a brand-new Island Packet 35, which they christened Island Zephyr. This brand
is first-class all the way. An Island Packet costs twice as much per foot as my Catalina 34. It was money well
spent if you want to make long-duration voyages. To better understand the purchase of their next boat, a Krogen 39 trawler, you must understand their cruising habit on a sailboat.
Doug is not a racer, cruising is his sailing forte. Soon after they took possession of this first-class cruising sailboat, they participated in HISC short, weekend events. During the Florida winter, they had their eye on the
annual trips to the islands. Sure enough, as the season began, the Knickerbockers cast off the dock lines and
headed for the Gulfstream with the destination plotted for the Abaco Islands. We know this to be a fact because the ION, in those days, printed a destination list of every member’s boat and the expected port of call.
We did this such that every cruiser would know what islands on which date you could expect to rendezvous
with other members.
Every year from that time forward, until the sale of Island Zephyr ten years later, we found our sailors on the
water cruising. Since this story is about cruising in a powerboat, not a sailboat, we will keep our comments
about those years under the mainsail brief. In March of 1993, Doug became Cruise Chairman and promptly
renamed the cruising column in the ION The Rhumb Line. Interesting editorial note: the first article misspelled
rhumb by leaving off the letter “h.” As the world’s worst speller, I get schadenfreude catching other spelling
errors! This chair was not the first HISC post Doug was to hold, and it certainly was not the last. But I digress. June of that year found Island Zephyr dropping the hook in Captiva on the west coast of Florida and, in
November, heading up the Intracoastal for Jacksonville. This cruise was their first trip “up the ditch” since
moving to Florida. Doug & Elizabeth hosted the Columbus Day cruise, but instead of heading back to Hillsboro Inlet continued up the ICW. In a rare activity, for them, they took a night sail in the Gulfstream under a
starlit night.
1996 was a big year for our story. At the Change of Command, dinner/dance found Capt. Knickerbocker installed as Rear Commodore of the HISC. He continued to write prize-winning articles for the ION. The
March edition is a good example, telling about the delivery of a Sea Ray 440 to Virgin Gorda in the BVI.
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Joining Doug on this business cruise late in 1995 was Vice Commodore Pete Gustafson. The boys learned a
lot about bluewater cruising in a boat meant for calm water ventures. Speed hulls are not designed for ocean
travel. This yarn is just one of many Doug spun in the pages of our newsletter. Together with his bride, Elizabeth, Doug continued to cruise Island Zephyr near and far. In 1998 Doug was promoted to Commodore. Like
the cruising column, he changed the name of the Commodore’s column to Sea State. Of course, to be Commodore, you must own a sailboat; however, a hint of things to come was a cruising event called Trawl’ Y’all.
Picture in Lake Boca, a raft of eight motor yachts from our “sailing club.” They were, Boat of Us, Carpe Diem, Cole, Forever, Odyssey, Our Dacha, Reef No More, and Stingrae.
Island Zephyr continued to be the cruising vessel for a few more years, but the
Knickerbockers began to get the Great Loop itch. It is a grand trip, but not for
a boat that has a tall “stick” amidship. The genesis of the voyage came by
chance in the fall of 2000. An overnight stop in Oriental, NC yielded a unique
meeting. They had secured for the night at the town dock (free dockage if you
are lucky enough to get there first). A trawler arrived (Krogen Manatee), and
Doug & Elizabeth met the owners for sundowners. It turns out this sailor was
“Skipper Bob,” author and publisher of one of the early Great Loop cruising
guides. Decision made and cast in stone. The Great Loop it would be!
At the Miami Boat Show, they saw a Krogen 39 and fell in love. It was a tad
pricey for our cruisers. The Krogen salesman noted that these prospects wanted the boat, but were not going to buy at the going price. Besides, before they
Standard Great Loop
could buy the new trawler, they were going to have to sell the Island Packet.
Wise salesman that he was, he inquired as to how much did Doug pay for Island Zephyr new in 1991. He discounted the Krogen that amount, took the Island Packet off their hands, and Doug & Elizabeth powered off in
the motor vessel they named Yankee Rover.
Since the boat was the display vessel at the boat show, Doug made a few modifications to fit the style of cruising they had visioned in their mind’s eye. Captain Doug did all of the commissioning technical work himself.
To make the boat their own, they brought “stuff” aboard. One thing they did not bring was a washing machine. Elizabeth figured that if they did not have the means to do laundry “in house’ they would have to spend
some time ashore every few days. Moving from port to port matched their style of long-distance inland waterway travel. Almost every night found their craft dockside or at anchor.
In Doug’s own words, we find a concise description of the Great Loop.
For those who don’t quite know what the Great Loop encompasses:
from our home port in Florida, you travel up the East Coast of the US
to New York. North on the Hudson River to Troy, NY. Then the Erie
and Oswego Canals to Oswego on Lake Ontario. Cross into Canada
and take the Trent Severn historic canal across Ontario Provence to
Lake Huron. Thence through Georgian Bay (littered with 50,000 little
islands) to Lake Superior. Thence south along the Michigan shore to
Chicago. From there, the Illinois River to the Mississippi, up the Ohio
River to Kentucky Lakes. Tennessee River to the Tombigbee Waterway down to Mobile, AL. Thence crossing over to Clearwater, FL, and
Yankee Rover underway in NJ
the Okeechobee Waterway to the East Coast of Florida, and then home.
Six thousand five hundred miles and six months of unique cruising with two cats aboard and great camaraderie
with fellow loopers along the way. Passage through 105 locks of every description imaginable.
172

The power odyssey, begun with the Great Loop in 2002, continued for six years. Every few months, great reporter that he is, Captain Doug sent back reports to the Inlet/Outlet. I counted 13 of them, but perhaps there
were more. I need not explain to you, my tireless reader, that a reprint of those travelogues would consume
twenty pages. Here are just a few snippets of his prose.
It’s June 2nd, and we are at the Troy Town Docks in Troy, NY. Tomorrow we begin our “locking” adventure
across the Erie Canal, the Oswego Canals to Lake Ontario and beyond. We spent half of May in the Chesapeake. Had our fill of soft-shell crabs, and stopped at Annapolis to see former HISC members Ron and Colette
McKie. Capt. Ron is now skippering one of the classic schooners at Annapolis, so we had an opportunity for a
harbor sail. We were anchored just above Baltimore in a small creek to meet other friends for dinner. We experienced the front end of a tornado. The boat did a 360 around the anchor, but that was all. The actual tornado touched down about ten minutes later across the Bay. Our only casualty was our powered TV antenna, replaced yesterday at West Marine.

Two months later, Doug reported from beautiful Harbor Springs, MI. This harbor has lots of big yachts with
classic lines. Yankee Rover anchored in 30 feet of water, a stone’s throw from the marina. The first half of
June found them waiting for the Erie Canal to reopen after rains closed it due to high water. After spending
four years in Central New York, I can vouch for Doug’s reporting. The rains come off the Great Lakes in September, then it turns to snow for the winter, and finally back to rain in the spring.
It took ten exciting days to transit Clinton’s Big Ditch, otherwise
known as the Erie Canal. At last, they reached Oswego and Lake Ontario. To navigate the Canal, they had to link up with several boats for
the trip through the 30 locks. Again, they waited in Oswego four days
for weather, before crossing into Canada. Once there, the Trent Severn
Waterway was also closed due to high water and another two days lost.
Then 44 locks to Lake Huron and Georgian Bay. Two of these locks
were “lift locks” that lifted both you, your boat, and the water you are
in (like a bathtub) up and down. The next to last lock was a marine
railway that took Yankee Rover entirely out of the water and down a
hill! They made it to Parry Sound by the 4th of July.

Lift lock on the Trent Severn

Our crew left St. Louis on September 10th. They cruised down the Mississippi, up the Ohio, up the Cumberland, and ended up on the Tennessee. They plied that river to the Tennessee-Tombigbee Waterway. This
“shortcut” allows you to cruise up the Tennessee River and portage to the Tombigbee River to end up in Mobile, AL, instead of New Orleans, LA. Each river has its character and its own set of logs and snags. Yankee
Rover hunkered down for tropical storm Isidore at Pickwick Lake in a very protected state park marina in Tennessee. Doug & Elizabeth visited the Shiloh National Battlefield, Shiloh is both interesting and sobering as a
national cemetery with mass graves.
Then, Doug & Elizabeth cruised down the Tombigbee Waterway to Demopolis to sit out Lili. The Tombigbee
has few anchorages and fewer marinas, especially for the last 200 miles to Mobile. They docked three days at
Bobby’s Fish Camp on the lower Tombigbee. Alabama tourist references tout the palace as “worth the drive.”
There is nowhere else within 100 miles north or south. To get here, even by boat, you have to leave Demopolis, Alabama at “0 Dark Thirty” to catch the lock opening, especially for pleasure craft. Then it’s 100
miles downstream at 10 knots, and on to Bobby’s the next day. It is a quaint stop along the river, just a dock
for 3 or 4 boats. Thursday through Saturday, Bobby will cook you a catfish dinner. Luckily, as Doug put it,
“we arrived on Monday!” One of their cruising friends stopped here the year before and described the atmosphere as “dark and a little mystical.” Doug proclaimed it as close to Deliverance as we would like to get.
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From there, it was off to Mobile, around the panhandle of Florida, cruised past Big Bend, overnight in Clearwater, and then the
cut to Lake Okeechobee across to Stuart and home. Doug has
other stories about his trawler ramblings, but that may be grist
for some other mill.

Bobby’s Fish Camp, Bladon Springs, AL
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Teller: Bob, Jenny Antweiler Kunz, and Mikayla Scott
Youth Sailing the Last 30 Years
On March 30th 2020, I began to write this tale. It is the middle of the COVID-19 “shelter in place.” This story
has gone through many revisions and the outcome of the pandemic is unknown; however, Youth Sailing returned in February 2021. I now must retreat to my desk and keep on writing. That is good for my mental
health. I planned to attend the spring session of Youth Sailing (YS) that was to begin on Saturday, March 14,
2020, but the pestilence scotched that event. Helping to get HISC events cut over to ZOOM telepresence took
time. The result of these activities meant a two-week hiatus from writing.
Why do we need a second story on Youth Sailing? Does not story Youth Sailing in the Early Years, tell it all?
It does not. That tale took us from the founding of the club in the early 1970s until the last vignette in 1988.
This one is the rest of the story. It is the work of two alumni from the YS program, Jenny Antweiler Kunz and
Mikayla Scott. Additional source material came from, as you have probably guessed, the pages of the Inlet/
Outlet. Understand, no significant changes took place. As the first story explained, the course set by the
founders continued for almost fifty years. What needs to be told and described here is the view from the instructors and the students. What I am trying to do is paint a picture of what went on and is still going on at
Quiet Waters Park. Close your eyes and travel with me to the park in Deerfield Beach.
Can you see it now? It is a warm, almost cloudless, sparkling day in
May. The winds are blowing at about five knots out of the southeast.
Down by the water’s edge, sit a dozen small sailboats. For now, there
is no one around these lilliputian watercraft, but for the volunteers who
arrive early and set everything up. Parents, with kids in tow, drive up to
the pavilion and park. Kids, young and old, tumble out of the vehicles
and run down to the shoreline. The U.S. Sailing certified instructors
and other club volunteers greet them by the boats. One young lass exclaimed, “Oh, boy! It is youth sailing day.” She arrived 15 minutes
late, and the activities were already underway. She noted that the instructors and students were putting the sails on the Opti prams and Lasers.

Mikayla greets a new class

Now that you can see the view from the park, put a thumbtack on that vision while I explain the raison d’etre,
the reason for being. The Youth Sailing Program provides sailing and boating safety training to children between the ages of 8 and 18. From its inception to the time of this writing, YS has trained many hundreds of
our members’ children. Additionally, we extend our program to the children of the community at large. Safety is the focus of our program. To enroll, each participant must pass a swim test. As you can see from the pictures, the young skippers and crew must wear a USCG approved personal flotation device, i.e. a life vest.
After the on-shore portion of the course has ended, the students head for the boats. Unlike the story that Michael Sparks told in the early years, it is not “sink or swim.” Once the neophyte skipper is underway, one or
more of the instructors are nearby in rowboats. Because there is a range of ages, and some students are coming back for a second round, we divide the group into three levels. At the novice level, the student must be
able to sail a prescribed course while in total control of the boat. This involves tacks and jibes. While onshore, the students learn the nomenclature of the sailboat on the beach. They will master the cleat knot and the
classic bowline.
The intermediate qualifier must sail a complex course. The sailors will understand the basic right of way rules.
175

The content of the lessons is very similar to the introduction level, but it is a much more intense sailing experience. Rather than one-on-one instruction, the coaches let a whole fleet of boats sail around the lake. Every
skipper is responsible for the course and maintaining safe seamanship by following the rules of sailing.
The advanced attendee will learn how to race these small crafts. The emphasis is on completing a triangular
course in the quickest means possible. They learn about racing starts and tactics. To keep a low student to instructor ratio, we have always limited the number of enrollees. After completing the course, each successful
sailor gains a U.S. Sailing certificate. When the program is complete, there is a big party—more about junior
partying below. After all, we all need to learn to party else what is membership in the HISC all about.
Picking up from where we were standing on the lakeshore, we now return to the warm Florida sun. The time
is now the first day of the program. Our sample student is a ten-year-old girl from a family that has owned a
34-foot sailboat all of her life. We’ll call her Jill. While she has been sailing since she was an infant, she has
never been in control of the boat. Oh, perhaps she has taken the helm while her father has stood by her side,
but “in control” never.
A dozen participants were standing about when the instructor greeted them with a hearty hello and asked the
group, students, and instructors, to form a circle. In clockwise order, everyone had a chance to introduce
themselves by choosing an adjective that begins with the same letter as their first name and then repeating everyone that came before them. It is now time to break into small groups. As was noted above, some of the
twelve had been through the course before. They went directly to the boats. For our young novice, Jill, a tad
more preparation was necessary. The first order of business is getting to know the ropes, quite literally. She
needed to learn how to tie knots. There is a large board with samples of finished knots. The trick is to start
with a line in your hand. And then make your knot look like the one on the board. It is not all trial and error
as an instructor is standing nearby to demonstrate and coach the initiate until she gets the hang of it.

After a small talk about the parts of the boat and what makes a sailboat
sail, it was time to move to the water’s edge for that first time. As you
know, the YS boats sail solo; however, sometimes, we add an instructor
into that small space too. Her instructor stands next to Jill as our firsttime skipper clambers aboard. Jill frets that she has a quivering feeling
in her stomach, the dreaded “butterflies.” However, she has faith in her
instructor and holding the main sheet, like Dumbo’s feather, she heads
off on a beam reach. She has enough knowledge to understand that if
you go out from the shore on a beam reach, you can return on a beam
reach. An instructor waits where the turn happens to aid Jill in the maGetting ready
neuver. It is not necessary. Jill tacks at just the right spot, shifts her
weight in the boat and heads back to the starting point. She pulls the daggerboard up on time, but her landing
was a tad rough because she was carrying too much speed and did not know how to “dump” wind. That lesson
will come next weekend.
Day one was relatively well planned, as will be day four—days two and three look more like execute as you go
along. There is a good reason for this. First, in any four weeks here in south Florida, one can expect inclement weather. Second, not every participant can make every session. Finally, we must be flexible because students do not learn at the same pace. My pilot friend, Jim Wallace, likes to divide up the day into “ground
school” and flight training. Day two, like day one, has both. There is a difference. When the kids head for the
Optis for the first time, the instructors have rigged the prams. Not so on day two. They know the names of the
pieces of gear. And they know how they are supposed to fit together. Those parts are just lying on the beach
near the hull! Time to get to work rigging the boat.
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Your job, my friends, is to lay on sail, pass the lines through the proper pulleys, and to rig the vessel such that
it is ready for the voyage. To no one’s surprise, it is not all smooth sailing. With some gentle coaching from
the instructors, all of the boats are ready to go. The watercourse is a tad more challenging this day. It is not
out and back on the same point of sail. This time we are going to sail a triangle, sometimes known hereabouts
as a Dorito. The course is such that the young skippers will have to beat, reach, and run. The boats on the water are kept far enough from one another, so there is no chance of interactions while the kids learn to lay the
line from mark to mark.
So, are you ready for some added fun? The lessons on the beach involve
maintaining the right of way for sailing in general and the racing rules of
sailing. This time, when they head for the boats, the kids are let out in a
fleet. Everyone is sailing the Dorito. Some play the game of chicken by
mistake; others do it for fun. There is some slow speed contact, but very
little lasting damage. A certain amount of time was taken up with the safety
aspects of man-overboard and righting a capsized boat. Mikayla Scott explains recovery in greater detail below.
Day-four is traditionally for racing and an end of course party. It is altogether fitting that we do so as Youth Sailing, Racing, and Socializing are
three of the four functional elements of the club. On race day, the students
who are eager to strut their stuff are ready to go; those who do not often
find excuses to be a no-show. Others can take out their frustrations in other
ways. Jenny Antweiler can remember getting stuck in the reeds growing
near the edge of the lake during a race. She remembers yelling, “I hate sailing.” I was frustrated. On another occasion, Jenny relates to us “Then one
year on the fourth session a group of us sailed off on one boat and didn’t
come back for the races. We just wanted to have fun and not compete
against each other.

Pat Brian with the marks

Most of the time, it was just like the big time; there are ribbons and trophies to be won. The instructors name
the crews and establish the classes of boats that will participate in a whole day of racing. Because the courses
were short, the races finished quickly. There were many of them. Because each of the fleets was one-design,
there was no need for complex handicap rules of sailboat racing. Not only were the instructors keeping score,
but the competitive racers were counting coup.
With the races behind them, the party began. The food was hotdogs and drinks provided by the Club, with
chips, side dishes, fruit, and cookies provided by the parents pot-luck style. In 1997 Jenny Antweiler related to
the Inlet/Outlet the story of the Great Scavenger Hunt.
What an awesome day of sailing! If you weren’t at Quiet Waters Park on Saturday, November 20th, you
missed out. We had quite an adventurous Scavenger Hunt with the Pirates vs. the British Navy ﬂeet. The Pirates were identified with black bandanas, and the Navy had red and blue headbands. Each team had two lasers and a sunﬁsh to find three clues. Once they put the clues together, they found out where the key to the
treasure was.
Ashley Fernandez was the captain of the Pirates and J.R. Baker was the captain of the Navy. They did a great
job strategizing with their teammates to determine who was going to sail what boat and go after which clues.
With the teams organized, Scott Romberger blew the whistle for the Hunt to begin! The kids charged down
the beach and leapt into their boats with enthusiasm. Two of the lasers didn’t get far as the pirate’s mainsheet
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tangled with the navy’s rudder. The pirates capsized, but both boats were soon off again.

One of the adults on shore yelled out to Katie Celestino, “You’re going the wrong way.” Katie yelled back, “I
don’t care, I’m sailing fast.” And fast indeed were all of the boats sailing. We had great steady wind all over
the lake, which was ideal. Scott and I put clues in trees on the far side of the lake, so they deﬁnitely needed
some wind to get there.
Once the clues were assembled, the kids realized the key was back at one of the buoys to which they had just
sailed. So, they went back to the middle of the lake to search for the key. Where was the key? Tied to the anchor, it was! The pirates made it back ﬁrst and opened the treasure box with the key to find sailing gloves and
candy! The second-place British Navy ﬂeet won hats for their efforts. Both teams did a spectacular job of
working as a team and sailing all over the lake. I am proud of them and was glad to see all of them having a
fun time.

Capsize recovery lessons and man overboard training have always been an essential
part of small boat handling. Usually, dealing with a “turned turtle” Opti Pram is an
organized part of the lesson plan. On March 27, 2004, that was not the case. Lots of
sun, lots of wind, and thirteen students were in sailboats out on the lake. It was day
one of youth sailing, and the curriculum for that date said nothing about getting the
boat upright after it had capsized. But hey, sailing is all about Plan “A,” Plan “B,”
Dealing with issues and down the alphabet we go. Because the instructors knew what they were doing,
the session ended well. Some sailors kept their crafts on top of the water as they headed back to the beach. Others, mostly in Lasers, just knew what they needed to know to return the boats to even
-keel. However, if you are in an Opti and it goes over, you generally need a little external help to turn the
pram and bail it dry. For that group, the instructors in rowboats lent a hand, such that everyone was back, safe
‘n sound, on dry land. Everybody had stories, yarns, and tall tales about survival at sea that day.
The last tale was most interesting because the lesson was unplanned. Over the 30-year time span, which is this
yarn’s topic, recovery is a planned exercise in the body of the program. By 2013 Mikayla Scott had made the
transition from student to instructor following the trail blazed by Jenny. She provided great insight on this topic. As was explained above, Opti prams are a devil to right. In the standard lesson on righting a capsized boat,
lasers and sunfish were used. First came land base instructions, where the teacher explained how to safely
right a small boat. It is crucial to orient the boat into the wind while it is laid over so that when righted, the sail
would not catch the wind and either sail away or just flip over to the other side. A crew of two operated the
boats. Novices would go with experienced kids so that they could get the experience. Staff would be right
next to the boat while they practiced. Some of the smaller kids were too small to pull themselves up on top of
the daggerboard, so they paired with someone bigger and stronger.

Once the class understood the theory, a fleet of these crafts set out on the water. After a bit of time, the instructor would blow a whistle. For fun, it became a contest. The students had to force the sail to hit the water.
Whoever was able to get their sail to hit the water and have the boat standing back upright with them in it first,
won. It wasn't unusual for instructors to get in the boats with students. Mikayla remembered jumping on multiple boats to walk kids through their first capsize. It was useful to make them swim around and watch how to
use the daggerboard to right the boat. It took one or two experiences before the kids stopped having facial expressions of sheer panic as the boat went over.
Mikayla explained that her older brother Mack perfected this drill. He was amazing. He would manage to do
the entire thing without ever getting in the water. When the whistle sounded, Mack climbed up over the high
side as the sail touched the water. Once stable, he placed his feet on the daggerboard such that the sunfish
would start to right itself. Then, timing it just right, he climbed back over and sailed away!
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Man overboard, or rather kid overboard, training started with a tennis ball. A rowboat operated by an instructor would suddenly toss balls into the water. The students would have to stop sailing for a mark and head for
those fuzzy things in the water. Once retrieved, the kids could throw the tennis ball in the direction of another
sailfish. To make this game even more interesting, if the ball hit the sail, the target craft would have to capsize
their boat and perform the righting exercise. Once everyone had some experience with tennis ball tag, it was
time for real kid overboard.
The instructor would signal that one of the crew would have to abandon ship. Once in the water, the skipper
would have to sail the boat around a buoy and then back to pick up their crew properly. This game involved
returning to the kid in the water with the boat pointed into the wind, and sail luffing. Safety was the name of
the game. The sailing skill set grew, and everyone had a good time.
If you have been reading this story, and are dealing with the ramble,
you have discovered one of the prime threads. Jenny Antweiler made
the transition from student to instructor, with her student, Mikayla
Scott, walking in Jenny’s moccasins a few years later. In preparing this
tale, I asked each of them to describe that journey. It was a hard thing
for them to do. My role, as a historian, is to explain this to you as best I
can. Here are a few of my questions to them, and their reactions to my
probe.
I have no experience as a reporter. The questions for me were as hard
John Tucker says “you can do it
to formulate as the answers were for them. For example, I asked Jenny,
“Give me some dialog.” You, in a rowboat, are approaching a student who is having a hard time going to
windward. Do you say? “Ahoy, mate, you seem to be in irons.” Poor question on my part. But Jenny gamely
offers the following answer. “You’re okay.” And, she responded to me. Give them a simple instruction to
follow. “Just let out your sail and bear off.” Being good at something does not mean you can teach that same
thing to someone else. In Jenny’s answer, you can recognize several things done right. First is situational
awareness. Jenny knows, from her own experience, what the problem is. Next, she has the experience to recognize that panic may or may not have set in with her students. Before she gives the instruction, she puts the
kids at ease with a pleasant “You’re okay.” Finally, she delivers the lesson. That is the mark of teaching excellence.
In 2005 Dennis Tynan wrote one paragraph in the Inlet/Outlet. Jenny Antweiler, a graduate of our program, is
the head coach of Youth Sailing. She has developed many of the innovative lessons we teach today. Her style
holds the interest of these young sailors while sailing knowledge passes down to the next generation. The kids
advance at a pace that is comfortable for them. It is a pleasure to see all the hands go up when she stands in
front of the whiteboard. All are eager to contribute. Jenny’s abilities make all of the students feel like they are
part of the program. It is the same magic that casts its spell over the adult members of the HISC. It is the
learning, the feeling that you are unique, and the joy of sailing all wrapped up in the spirit of our club.
Mikayla’s story was different for me. When I joined the club in 2009, she was the cute little kid who sold raffle tickets at the General Meetings. As she said to me, “Selling tickets was always exciting, cause how could
you say no to cute little kids asking for your money? It taught us some excellent social skills, and it was nice
to get our other students involved as well. It also helped us be thankful for the program and the volunteers.
You get to see what all goes into organizing and running the entire Youth Sailing Program. There's a lot of
work behind the scenes that people do for the kids!” Right before my eyes, I saw her transform from a shy little kid to a dynamic instructor.
Three years later, Mikayla was explaining the transition. Having the opportunity to instruct other kids has
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made me realize how educational and how much fun there is in the HISC Youth Sailing Program. The most
rewarding aspect to me is being able to get the shyest of kids out on their own by the end of the four weeks,
instilling a new feeling of courage and independence. But in the same breath, I love seeing naturally outgoing
children who show up ready to start and eager to learn. That same year, 2013, Mikayla won the Ladies’ Day
trophy. She has always raced with some of her young students on board as her crew. Some may have said she
had the fastest boat, which is true, but she also sailed it the fastest.
Before we wrap this story up, we need to tell you how we obtained the
boats we currently have. You might remember that in the early 1970s,
the Opti prams were a gift. Now, we buy the sailboats we use. They
are the only significant asset the club owns. The HISC recently bought
four O’pen BIC sailboats for about $9,000, bringing that fleet to eight.
Club dues do not pay for these beauties.

The O’pen BIC is designed for kids age 10-15 and under 140 lbs.
Based on a modern skiff concept, the O’pen BIC is swift, straightforward, and fun to sail! The self-bailing open transom hull is rapid and
O’pen BIC from a stock photo
responsive, with an advanced rig that’s rugged and versatile. This boat
offers kids who have become too large for an Opti or are looking for new challenges to continue learning the
skills, balance, and reflexes to progress to other modern, high-performance equipment. Hundreds of sailing
organizations around the world have adopted the O’pen BIC, for a new, fun way of teaching and inspiring
kids.
The fount from which the money flows is fourfold. Small amounts come from the sale of raffle tickets at General Meetings. We have been doing it for years, and it comes to about one hundred dollars a month. There is a
line item expense in the operating budget. This line was once to pay for boat storage, but we no longer have
that expense. An even smaller source is the fees we charge for the children of families who are not members.
Years ago, we ran auctions to support the program; we don’t anymore.
The lion’s share of the money comes from the Pompano Beach Nautical Flea
Market. For the years 2019 and 2020, we took in almost $10,000. Here is how
it works. In the fall, we collect from our membership sailing gear that has generally just taken up garage space for the average boat owner. The HISC rents
storage space to hold the loot until the third week of January. Members haul
the booty to the market by car, truck, or pack animal. The picture gives you
some idea of our place at the Casbah.
The last vignette involved the Old Port Cove race in 1995. Adrienne RomHISC booth
berger wrote the following in the Inlet/Outlet. This year’s Old Port Cove Race
had an interesting twist, A half dozen students from the HISC Youth Sailing
Program sailed our boat (Cape Dory 27, Chimera). They were not merely crew, or ballast, as they took turns
at all the positions and raced the race themselves. John Antweiler was on board to represent the Youth Sailing
coaching staff. Bill Romberger was on board to make lunch.
The kids not only raced the boat, but they also got all gussied up with the rest of the HISC racers and came to
the elegant dinner at the Yacht club. The girls enjoyed getting dressed up; the boys were not as thrilled. Does
this ever change? Here are reactions from the young sailors when asked what their favorite part of the racing
experience was:
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Jenny Antweiler, age 15:

The most exciting part of the race was the start. I was steering, and Melissa would tell me if a boat was coming. I had never been at the helm of a big sailboat before, so driving it for the first time was sort of scary. We
ended up having an awesome start. We passed the starting line just 5 seconds after the red ﬂag went up. We
sped along at a pretty good pace until the storm hit. I heard the storm was fun. I wouldn’t know since I was
below being ballast. We soon learned what they mean by “the calm after the storm.” The wind practically
stopped. The storm was a fun experience, and I would do it again in a snap.
Tricia Webb, age 15:
The best part of the race was the squall. The three of us who were trimming the main sheet, jib, and steering
had to stay out in the rain while the three ballasts got to go into the V-berth and stay dry. I thought it was fascinating how the ocean looked so violent all around us and then so calm farther out. Mandy and I sat back and
laughed at ourselves because we were both soaking wet. The storm only lasted about 10 to 15 minutes, but it
was enough to give us a good laugh and much-needed cooling off.
Todd Romberger, age 11:
The best part was the start. It was exciting because we had to watch out for the boats and sail all over the
place. I also liked the rainstorm, even though I got soaked as the ballasts went below and sipped coke and listened to my CDs! The race was fun; it was the first time I sailed a big boat.
Melissa Kostenlauder, age 14:
My favorite was the start. The crew members were getting into their assigned positions. This was exciting
and hectic because everyone was trying to find where they were supposed to be on the boat. We switched off
spots so everyone could do everything.
Scott Romberger, age 15:
The best part of the race was looking off our stern and seeing boats behind us from our class! I also liked being below during the storm and seeing the rest of the crew get soaked while I was ballast.
Mandy Hyatt, age 15:
The best part was when I got to steer during the rainstorm, when the wind was strong. Too bad, we only lost
by a few seconds. But, hey, we had a blast!
Chimera finished 5th. In corrected time, she was just 3 seconds from fourth place, 40 seconds from third, and
2 minutes from second. Not bad for a group of novices racing a bunch of “old salts.”
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Teller: Bob
Show Me the Money
As you, my readers, have been reminded many times in this history I write these stories, not only for my present readers but for people in the distant future. While there is no attempt to explain all things well known to
people in 2020, some items need a bit of explanation. Such is the case with the title of this tale. What does the
phrase “Show Me the Money” mean? It came from the 1996 Academy Award-winning romantic comedydrama sports film, Jerry Maguire. Jerry’s super-star client yells this famous line back at the movie’s lead character out of frustration because Jerry could not deliver on his promise to get him a large contract. A small
footnote: real-life sports agent Leigh Steinberg is the basis for the fictional character, Jerry Maguire.
While the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club is a low-budget operation, it is definitely not a no-budget organization.
As one would expect, the principal means of raising money is dues. The HISC resolved this matter at the first
General Meeting on March 4, 1971. As you may remember from the genesis story, dues were $10.00 per year
for a family membership. It became clear that this number was too low. In two sentences in the October Inlet/
Outlet, we straightened that out. “It was announced at the October meeting that, effective January 1, 1972, annual dues will be $25.00. There will also be an initiation fee of $15.00.” As is typical for any organization, the
price of membership will go up from time to time. I will not note this natural process unless there is another
side of the story.
The Board and membership made small increases to each member’s annual amount for club affiliation rights
and privileges. As far as recorded in the Inlet/Outlet, there was no pushback until November of 1984. In that
fateful month, Secretary Frankie Loomis had the unenviable chore of reporting to the readers that there was
some pushback to the Board’s decision to raise dues from $40.00 to $60.00. Her exact words were, “many
members were upset.” A stalwart defender of the Board, Frankie attempted to “keep the lid on.” She began explaining that the Board has been monitoring the budget for the past two years. None of the committee chairs
had received a budget increase. One significant expense, over which we have little control, printing and mailing, has risen year after year. The Board decided not to pare back the Programs budget to continue to feature
our speakers Gary Jobson and John Biddle. Speaking for the Board, we felt that world-class speakers keep up
attendance at our General Meetings. Inspecting the debits and the credits, we found that each family needed to
contribute $60.00.
Loomis explained that $5.00 per month was not a lot to ask, the best bargain you will ever find. HISC provides entertainment practically every week of the year. Parties, races, and cruises! Think of the benefits. She
reminded the ION readers of the recently held event, the Tropic Harbor Bash. The conclusion was, “I really
hope that any of you who are considering not renewing your membership will read this and change your mind.
We did not raise the dues to inflate our bank account. We do need this increase to cover our costs for the next
year.”
How did Ms. Loomis do? I am sad to report that membership fell from 236 to 209. It was not the Board’s
fault. It was part of the slide caused by the exit of IBM from Boca. From a peak in 1983, when we had 268
members, to rock bottom in 1995, where we stood at 128, we lost members every year. To investigate the details, read the story Big Blue is In the House, the IBM Influence. And how did the dues amount change? Not
at all; $60.00 was the fare.
At the bottom of this slide, November 1995, Commodore John Tucker and the Board made a fateful decision.
Year by year, despite increasing the dues, the club ran a deficit. To make up this shortfall, the HISC ran
“fundraisers.” More about these events below. In his ION report, John stated that dues, and other regular in182

come, must cover the operating expenses of the club with no reliance upon a fundraiser for operations. The
extraordinary purchase of assets will come from cash reserves instead of fundraisers. That wise decision led to
events such as the flea market whose profit generated the cash for specific projects like new boats for Youth
Sailing. With that, the Board recommended, and the membership agreed, that the dues for 1996 would rise to
$100.00. That unprecedented astute move mapped our financial strategy for 25 years.
A sign of changing social mores, the issue of “family” membership came to a head in the Inlet/Outlet of March
1997. It is noted here because of its impact on dues. Without explaining all of the article’s details, it set the
policy that two people in any relationship what-so-ever could join as a family unit just by declaring themselves
to be one. The family unit would pay the family rate for membership in our club. If the couple split up, the
participants would have to join as a single in the same manner as a divorced couple. While there might have
been some “muttering,” the ruling laid to rest a myriad of social problems for us.
Due to sound financial management noted above, many club members asked the Treasurer what we should do
with the money in our bank account that we have not spent. To address this question, the Board established
the Strategic Planning Committee and named Sully Sullivan to its Chair. Without getting into the “weeds.” of
the budget for a calendar or commodore year, the committee decided that a separate account will hold one
year’s budgeted funds and that any money beyond that is called a surplus. The committee report itemized
three uses of “surplus.” First, to subsidize the two dinner dances. To my knowledge, this never happened.
Second, to buy boats for the Youth Sailing program. We have done this many times. Third, to purchase assets
necessary for the efficient running of the club. Computer systems represent this type of purchase.
I was Program Chairman in 2013, so I attended Board meetings, not that my position
allowed me to vote on any matter that came up. In her first meeting, Commodore
Maureen Leonard presented her budget for the Commodore Year (CY). I, the Board,
and everyone else in the room noticed that the spending that would go into the next
CY would require an increase in member’s dues. Maureen could finance this year at
the $125.00 level, but an increase was going to happen. In November of 1997, Binnie
Hightower had set the rate, and it had remained set until now. By presenting the facts
of life in the new millennium, Maureen had done her homework. She received no
pushback whatsoever from Board members or anyone else. The October Board meeting set the plan. The ION announced to the membership that the dues would rise to
$150.00 next year. Fearful that the General Meeting of the membership the following
month would produce a floor fight, Commodore Leonard had reams of backup data.
To her great delight, the increase passed by an overwhelming voice vote. Excellent
club cost management has kept dues at this level through our 50th anniversary year in
2021.

Maureen Leonard

As referenced above, dues did not always cover the expense of operating our sailing club. To balance our
costs, we held fundraising events every year between 1983 and 1995. Dan Fitzgerald provided some insights.
Before assuming command as Commodore, the Vice Commodore has one crucial duty, developing a plan to
rake in money to match expenses. In the June issue of the ION, there appeared a small paragraph. “Brand new
event coming to the HISC! An Auction!” The highest bidder will return home with the loot. Auctioneer extraordinaire Gary Du Four will hold court during the October General Meeting with all proceeds to go to the
HISC treasury. Please bring all of your donations to Gary’s shop, Ship & Shore Canvas Goods in Pompano.
Thus began a dozen-year run of auctions that later were replaced by the flea market. To this day, thirty-seven
years later, you collect ’em, you donate ’em, and we sell ’em for our club’s benefit. The only difference is the
proceeds no longer balance the budget but serve to buy assets to support youth sailing.
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Filled with nervous anticipation, I quickly turned to the ION’s November issue to learn about the auction held on October 6, 1983. I found
nothing. Not a word about the money reported. As you will soon read,
future auctions produced ION articles galore. Having all of the newsletters was a big help. I needed only to turn to 1984, a year made famous by George Orwell, to learn why the auctions worked and why
some variants are still with us. The trail led through four issues starting
in July. Sharon & Jack Holland wrote a full-page feature article that
month and reprinted it in August and September. Here is a synopsis.
1984 auction, Jack Holland, Sue
Gottschall, & Maureen Dassau

The Second Annual Auction will take place at the General Meeting on
October 11, 1984. This event will be just in time for you to get rid of
all that extra equipment you have onboard to lighten your boat for the
Columbus Day Race. At the same time, you can buy some “new” gear formerly owned by other club members. Services will also be available for sale.
Sharon will be heading up a committee to solicit donations from area merchants. She asks any other member
who wants to help call on shopkeepers to call her and get on the team. Merchants who make donations will
have their products or services “plugged” during the auction. Gift certificates played a part with Sharon kidding Bill Nederlanden if he would auction off insurance. Look in your attic, garage, or boat for stuff. You all
know how boat gear accumulates. Carry your treasures to Sharon’s house, Gary’s store, or bring it to the
event. Set aside the 11th and make the second annual auction a big success.
In his Commodore’s Report, Dennis Smith thanked the Hollands and their volunteers for pulling in over
$2,000.00. The hours devoted to merchant solicitations paid off in terms of the quality and variety of goods
available. Not only was the event financially rewarding for our treasury, but it was also lots of fun. The bidding got fierce, and it seemed like Gary Du Four and John Eversoll were bidding on everything in sight. In the
end, John won the “big spender of the night” award.
The third auction did not make too much news, but the fourth one was a hit on
November 6, 1986. “Honest Bill” Romberger suggested that members look into
their sail locker, boat locker, athletic locker, or footlocker for any items that
would interest other sailors. He exclaimed, “I will sell anything!” The auctioneer will have raffle tickets, which you can buy from the “D Dock Girls”
mingling in the room. As you can see, auctioneer Bill had help from Stan
“Chicken Man” Milam. The two of them ran the most successful auction to
date. After counting the receipts, HISC added better than $2,500.00 to its cash
supply. Commodore Bob Sullivan thanked Bill & Adrienne Romberger and
their excellent staff for a job well done. The team canvassed local merchants,
and 55 of them made donations to the cause.
“Honest Bill” was such a hit that he returned the following year to reprise his
success. Donations included big-ticket items like a VHF radio. You can see
that the auction that started small had now entered the major leagues. Stan assisted once again but shed his chicken suit and went in drag. The financial return was quite good, but the Inlet/Outlet was dumb on the actual amount.

Honest Bill and the Chicken

And now mates, we come to the fateful year of 1988. A little context is in order. As I write this, twenty years
into the 21st century, all references to slavery must be purged from the historical record. It seems that Bill
Romberger did such a fantastic job with the auction that the club promoted him to Commodore. It must have
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gone to his head. The auction was promoted as the Persian Bazaar Slave Market at the Sea Garden Resort. I
would have liked to quote the way it was printed in the ION, but I dare not. It began with, “Fly your magic
carpet or sail your baggala to the bazaar.” After that opening line Bill explained that the member’s bid was for
the personal services of other club members. “Don’t be chintzy,” Bill implored. Salesman that he was, Bill
claimed that the services would meet your every imaginable need. To provide a little wiggle room, he did insert the word “nearly” in parenthesis at the end of the last sentence.
Keeping to his moniker “honest,” he explained that he expected our
membership to dream up services provided for “big bucks.” Bill suggested members offer a certificate of the services provided. If you
were a tad short of ideas, not to worry as Romberger provided a list.
The list was long, but typical items were car wash, house cleaning, bottom scrubbing (of your boat), dinner preparation, and massage. Well,
you get the idea.
Jane Groves wrote the after-action report. “Well, we did it folks – another record return from our annual auction. This year, more than ever
before, it was the time & energy by many of our club members that
Bill Crawford and his harem
pushed us over the top.” The ION did not report the dollar amount.
Jane hoped that the camaraderie generated by completing the winning projects would strengthen the bonds that
hold our club together. I am sure it was so. During the auction, Jan Netherland performed hairstyling. Special
thanks went out to Pat Anderson for a beautiful painting of Ted Crawford’s boat, Moonshadow. Of note, I
found the first reference to the Goodyear blimp. Over the next few years, blimp VIP rides and aerial photographs will become a standard feature of the HISC.
The 7th annual auction was noteworthy because it set a record for the “take.” It, once again, featured member
services; however, it dropped the objectionable moniker. After so many instances of this event, the club has
the formula down pat. Marketing for goods and services began in late summer. The September ION had a
column explaining the types of services the auctioneer desires. The hairstyling was so popular the year before
that the committee asked her back in 1989. Jan made one request. If you want the treatment, please refrain
from using hair spray.
The evening of November 9th was a hit. The December newsletter headline read $4,940 RECORD AUCTION. The article went on to congratulate the faithful HISC sailors who attended and SPENT money. What
the event lacked in member turnout, it more than made up in members opening up their wallets. Gary Du Four
bid $90.00 for a picture of Downbeat, the Greenblath’s boat. From time to time, he spiritedly bid against his
wife, Chris. Gary & Chris Du Four had done competitive bidding every year. It is an auction tradition. They
would position themselves at opposite ends of the room and “see” the
bid and raise the price.
John Snyder’s recounting of the 1993 auction was a classic Inlet/Outlet
article. I only hope to give you, my faithful readers, a taste of his report. A remarkable spirit and camaraderie appeared at the IBEW Hall.
It was, after all, the 10th anniversary of the HISC auction. After what
appeared at first blush to be a relatively sparse crowd standing over tables of useless junk, our stalwart band jumped into the fray. The committee ended up being mightily impressed with the bounty of gifts, services, and gear that sold at mostly bargain prices.
Auctioneer Bill Romberger changed his name from “Honest Bill” to

Pat Brian, Dave Gottschall, &
Dave Coviello
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“Bill the Barker.” I was not there, so I do not know why he changed his identity. Goodyear blimp rides went
for $300.00 a pop. As in years past, we sold raffle tickets. One new feature was a blood pressure booth where
RNs Betty Coviello and Phyllis Jessup would give you, for a buck, the good news or bad about your stream.
They would read you twice: once before Elizabeth Knickerbocker gave you a really warm hug and once after.
Note that Commodore Mike Pilgrim’s pressure actually went down after receiving Elizabeth’s treatment.
Ken & Dianne Voss contributed and mixed Trinidad Rum Punch all evening and added $450.00 to the till for
their efforts. The bidding process brought surprising results. A reel of fishing line cost $6.00 sold for twenty
bucks. On the other hand, Judy Nunn bought an Autohelm 3000 for twenty-five. The high point of the evening was supposed to be the raffle of a Motorola GPS. It was not. Oh, yes, the electronic gadget sold. Here is
the good point. To retrieve our $150.00 security deposit, we had to clean up the joint. The committee members pitched in with great gusto, and soon all of the tables and chairs returned to storage, the kitchen cleaned,
the trash removed, and the floor swept clean. Perfect! Pat Brian turned off the lights, locked the door, and
around midnight our lively evening came to an end. Well, not quite!
Many of the team, dressed in western duds, did not wish to waste the mood. They hauled their jeans-clad tired
old butts off to a country and western saloon where the party continued. The crew had a grand time stompin’
to the outrageously loud twangers of a five-piece country band. They closed the joint at 0200 hours. John returned the keys to the IBEW hall to the custodian the next morning, received the deposit check, and so the 10th
auction ended.
As the 1990s moved on towards the unknown uncertainty of the year 2000, the auction’s interest began to
wane. In 1994 merchants donated over $10,000.00 of gift certificates. It was unreported how much the 120
attendees added to the treasury by their bidding. From earlier in this tale, you remember that the next year,
1995, we set dues to make the auction unnecessary to balance the budget. The flea market began in 1992, and
we began to question the need for both the auction and the fleas. Once Commodore Year 1995 got underway,
there arose questions about holding the auction every other year. We did have the auction in October, but the
ION said nothing about it in November. And that, my friends, was the
last I found about the HISC auction.
“The king is dead; long live the king.” And so it was with fundraisers.
The ION’s September 1992 issue had a small ad with the title “The
City of Lighthouse Point Announces its Third Annual Nautical Flea
Market.” Nothing said about the club’s participation; however, a flyer
in October stated that “the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club has reserved a
HISC at the Flea Market
booth.” It was last minute stuff since the event was a scant three weeks
after the announcement. Despite this brief lead time, ten HISC members made donations. The prince of a fundraiser grew up to be the king of HISC moneymakers. With the operational budget secured, all of the money raised at the flea market went to support youth sailing.
Although the HISC participation in the flea market started slow, it grew both in donations and funds raised.
Name, location, and size changed over the years. From 1992 until 1995, we had both fundraising events. The
auction profits went into general operations, while the flea went to savings. During those years, the senior
event received all of the press coverage. I have no idea how much the flea market added to our bank account.
Even when the “flea” stood alone, there was sparse reporting. In December 1997, Commodore Binnie Hightower wrote that day one of the market was a hit with the sale of members’ contributions and merchandise donated from retailers like West Marine. No mention of the take appeared in the ION.
The HISC reason for being at the event expanded. While it always was a fundraiser, the flea market took on a
club marketing event. When non-members passed our location or made a purchase in the booth, they received
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a brochure. This function became so vital that we purchased a second spot next to the sales tent just for
“rushing.” The picture shows the sales shelter next to the membership tent.
The first-year of reported sales data was 1998 when we took in a scant $978.00 after expenses. Commodore
Doug Knickerbocker told about a humorous “sale” made that year. A pram sold to a buyer who paid by check
and informed us that he would pick it up later. When the man returned, he sheepishly said his wife told him
that he would have to sleep outside in it if he came back with that thing. We returned his check in the spirit of
marital bliss. He gave the club a generous donation for our understanding.
Every November, the Nautical Flea Market continued to haul in a couple of thousand dollars. Remember, this
money goes into savings and is not used for operations, so the hoard builds. Vice Commodore Jack Dailey
penned (by this time probably keyboarded) a feature article in the ION. He made a few interesting points
about the event in general that is relevant to my history. First, Jack explained the joy of working the booth. It
is always fun to be able to talk sailing with people who drop by. From other club members, you learn a lot of
HISC history. Even “old-timers” can absorb new things and it is vital for new members.
Second, Jack explained to his readers the amount of work that went into collecting, storing, and transporting
all of the loot. Before we rented space, the club depended on the spare room in members’ homes. Third, there
was the work of setting up and tearing down the booth. And last, but far from least, there was the disposal of
junk that never sold.
In 2006 the fleas fled to January. Another year, another $2,500.00 into the piggy bank. Jeff Kunkel wrote
about some of the uses we made of the collected cash. Jeff stated that the funds would pay for boat repairs,
new sails, and the Youth Sailing Program’s minor expenses.
As time marched on, the “take” slowly grew as we squirreled away the cash. The fleet of small sailboats occasionally needed repairs, but most of the money remained in the bank. In 2014 Maureen Leonard wrote in the
ION that the club banked $2,400.00. The flea market became, over nine years, a significant project. No longer
could members merely drop off a box of stuff at Gary’s store. Members supplied trailers to pick up donations.
The donations needed storage until January. Then the work began to build and stock the booth. When the
market closed on Sunday, our effort continued until the field emptied and the leftovers we either donated to
Goodwill or trashed. As usual, she thanked all of the people whose labor made it happen. It was not a small
list.
By this time, the official name had evolved into a real mouthful
City of Pompano Beach & City of Lighthouse Point Nautical
Flea Market. It sprawled over Pompano Community Park. Not
only had the event grown as measured in area, but fundraising
for the Youth Sailing Program hit all-time highs. As my Commodore Year came to a close in January of 2019, we topped all
HISC fundraisers. We had a haul of over $5,000.00. It was
time to make a significant investment in the next generation of
sailors. As you have read in the story, Youth Sailing, the last 30
years, the club bought a fleet of eight O’pen BIC sailboats.

Bird’s eye view
A few more tidbits need telling so we can wrap up this story.
Youth sailing had one fundraising event that involved a speaker, Gary Jobson. We took advantage of Gary’s
appearance in 1996 to open the show to non-members. The HISC made it known to the community that seats
were available for $10.00. That night we packed the Elk’s Club in Pompano Beach. Although we make it
very attractive for non-members who wish to enroll their children in the Youth Sailing Program, some do not
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take advantage of our deal. These adults pay cash at the “door.” Every once in a while, these parents do join
the HISC after the kids take the course, but that is rare.
The HISC Quartermaster sells logo embroidered items for cash or now for a swipe of a credit card. Not intended to make money, sometimes it does. It is frequently a small drain on our treasury; however, those club
members who do not sport club garments are few.
The final topic in this tale of high finance is devoted to advertising. Here we ask local merchants to help fund
our club. The bottom of our website lists businesses who we call “Friends of HISC.” Another advertising path
is the Inlet/Outlet. Some Board members railed against dropping the printed versions of our newsletter by
claiming that we would lose all advertising revenue. Even if this had happened, which it did not, the cost of
printing never matched the ad cash. Once done, ION income remained, while the cash outflow dropped to zero. Most of the time firms pay for advertising in our publications, but once in a while the HISC appears in corporate media buys. Such was the case when North Sails used Paul Chasse’s Catalina 34 Cheerios in an ad.
For more information see the story Upgrade. Beer can racing has its own advertising revenue stream. Every
year a half dozen businesses provide us cash, and we print the firms’ names on the beer can T-shirt. As you
know, those cases of beer are expensive!
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Teller Bob, Dale Kern, & Paul Alcock

Sailing in the Time of Coronavirus
March 13, 2020, a date we all should remember, was the beginning of our great pandemic lockdown. On that
fateful Friday, the 13th, a Quarantine Directive shut down all Broward County programs, including the HISC
Youth Sailing spring session. There were “storm warnings” of impending doom as early as the Change of
Command dinner/dance; however, the county made it official. In the new Commodore’s prophetic words,
Dale Kern said, “this year will be a transitional year.” He did not know how right his pronouncements of February would be. As if to continue the storm metaphor, the winds on March 7th were too strong for raft master,
Ross Hunton, to form the circle raft-up. Ah yes, the gathering storm was upon the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing
Club.
As you well know, there are four functional areas of our club: racing, cruising, Youth Sailing, and social.
With one blow, all four of them suffered a knockdown. It seemed like
this was to be a storm we could not weather. But, as I told my employees when I skippered a software company, “things are never as good or
as bad as they seem.” The wind of pandemic proved to be just one of
those “things.” The first thing Dale did was to hold a telepresence
Board Meeting on ZOOM. The software worked so well that the General Meetings used the same technology. We did not miss one General
Meeting during 2020.
During his Change of Command address, the new Commodore exCY 2020 Flag Officers
plained one of his goals. We will start a weekly happy hour. The pandemic put an end to in-person happy hours. Since consuming adult beverages in fellow sailors’ company seems to be integrated into our DNA, club officers decided to have virtual
happy hours on Thursdays. Perhaps this was not a full-rigged social program, but it did seem to perform as a
storm jib. Paul Alcock wrote about a mysterious cruise in the Inlet/Outlet (ION). I do not know if this thing
did take place, but this is how the article began.
Darkness arrived just before we left the dock for the April 2020 Spring Cruise, not many of the club members
knew about it, but if you did, then you would have been there! Club members quietly untied their boats from
the dock, and quietly, very quietly, they pulled away. Quiet enough not to disturb neighbors that were staying
safely at home. Slowly, under power, they helmed their boats towards the Intracoastal, whispering to each other, their steaming lights the only thing moving on that dark and mysteriously quiet night.
Some only had one bridge to pass, others, several. Each skipper called the bridge by phone rather than blast
out to everyone around on VHF, keeping their mission to the fewest possible. The bridge tenders appreciated
their efforts and quickly opened the bridges as there was virtually no road traffic, not even in Ft. Lauderdale.
It was eerily quiet. Boats glided under the open bridges, and the skippers waved to those valiant bridge tenders
who understood this was supposed to be a mystery.

Cruise non-raftup

If the above tale did not happen, it should have! It is our way of expressing rage against the tempest that is COVID-19. Do you see a pattern setting up? After just a month into our trial, the members, who are
the HISC, picked themselves up off of the deck. We are trying to make
things right again. As Commodore Kern kept reminding us, this is “the
strangest Commodore Year on record.” While the community around
us is still shutting down, our Club is opening up. We do so in a way that
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always obeys the rules but allows for daily fun.

Tick tock, as if clocks today make noise, and we are racing into
summer, literally racing. June 7th was to be the last race weekend of the spring series. Having sort of revived social, race now
pops to the surface. The people who race are all-in for a racing
card on one day to represent the whole spring series. At the
same time, the Nederlanden Coastal became a thing again. JB’s
could not accommodate an after-race party, so we held what
Paul Alcock called a Father’s Day “cruizette” at Bahia Mar. By
the time fall rolled around, we had many lessons learned. The
Commodore’s Cup coastal happened with the after-race party
Past Commodores
outdoors at Galuppi’s. The fall series came off almost as
planned. We were not the only sailing organization opening up
as the Miami-to-Key-Largo race became limited to Biscayne Bay. It was an out-and-back to Featherbed
Banks, with no gathering in Key Largo.
As has been suggested above, little pick-up cruises took place all year. The Memorial Day cruise to Miami
found four of our boats anchoring off of Marine Stadium. The afternoon was fine until the party boats arrived,
then it was a complete zoo! Hector reported in the ION that pandemonium reigned supreme. Law enforcement vessels instructed people to spread apart and break their raft-ups, only to see how quickly they came back
together as soon as they turned their sight to another infraction. The star of the night was a 50’+ powerboat.
They came with blasting music, full speed ahead, avoiding anchored boats in the middle of torrential rain with
no more than 300 ft visibility. They stopped by the end of the basin, leaving a 6’ wave behind them that
rocked all the boats at precisely 1:13 AM.
So, we came to the end of the year. The Holiday Dinner/Dance slated
at Galuppi’s did not happen as scheduled in the original calendar. Management told us they could not handle the crowd indoors. We were
counting on Galuppi’s because the plan had assumed that the wrecking
ball would have demolished the Lighthouse Point Yacht Club back in
the spring. Coronavirus handed us a favor. The LPYC clubhouse still
stands, and they were looking for business. So, we tacked to a different
mark and moved to their main dining room. Over fifty members
showed up drinking, eating, and dancing, albeit wearing masks on the
dance floor.

Masked dancers

As New Year’s Eve rang in 2021, the HISC continued on course toward
the next mark. That will be our 50th anniversary year, and we plan yearlong celebrations. The main event will be a dinner/dance in September,
2021. You will not read about it as this volume will be in book-form
and delivered to that event. The coronavirus vaccine arrived in December 2020, so the pandemic began its gradual end.
Change of Command 2021 took place on February 27th at the Oceanic
in Pompano Beach. Almost all of our members had their vaccination.
That afternoon the HISC held the first Youth Sailing session. We had
Passages, Change of Command
to limit our enrollment, but we pulled it off under sunny skies and favorable winds. By party time, an outdoor balcony filled with past commodores stood ready to rock. The virus
190

became the spark for a new tradition. The Parade of Commodores took
place on ZOOM. Using that medium, we had Ollie Jackson, Commodore in 1973, virtually lead the past leaders. In that way, we had eight
additional Commodores attend an event that they could not otherwise
attend.
This story’s bottom line is that the only thing we completely lost was
two Youth Sailing sessions. And now we are back, more vital than ever. At the beginning of the Commodore Year 2020, our membership
stood at 173, according to the Roster. That booklet showed 171 for CY
2021; not bad for the year of Coronavirus. All indications are that we
will move forward to the next mark with the strength and vitality that
has marked our Club since its founding. Cast off the dock lines and sail
boldly into our future.

A great day for learning
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Teller: Bob et.al.
Tech Comes to the Inlet
Technology has been a part of sailing since early man decided to float on water holding on to a log. This story, placed in the 2010s, really covers all of the years of our club’s existence. I place it here because of the first
two topics to be described, the website and the database. The topics to be described in this story are Website,
Database, Computer for race results, Loran, RDF, GPS, VHF radio, and Ham operators.
Until 1996 the only communications vehicle the club had was the Inlet/Outlet newsletter (nee The Bulletin). If
there was some need to communicate with members between publications, we had to resort to a telephone
“tree.” The trouble with that technology was that we were always missing someone, or in many cases, a whole
group of people. Our website changed all that. Now everyone could get the news in real-time. At first, we
camped out at AOL. In September of 1996, Larry Rojas announced a project on which he had been working.
“HISC on Cyberspace” announced the Inlet/Outlet. Larry explained that the site would announce club events,
race results, the tides, and weather. He was hard at work to make sure that the search engines of the day would
have an easy time finding us.
In 2006 we upgraded to www.HISC.org, a site of our own. Jack
Kelleher was the webmaster. At the same time, we established
the HISC e-mail capability. This address gave us the capability
to do e-mail “blasts” to the membership. Need to call off a race,
reschedule an event, or advertise a cruise, there is an e-mail
blast for that.
In 2012 the HISC got a Facebook page. This expanded communications by allowing the membership to talk back. Since this
vehicle was open to the world, the world could get to know us.
Website circa 2019
Now, to send a message, the user had to be granted write permission. Facebook became one of our best means of recruiting prospective members. Someone asks to be
able to post, and they seem to be in our geography, we grant permission and immediately invite them to the
next General Meeting or club event.
The club has used computer files to manage its business almost from the start. However, it was always the
personal computer of an individual member that delivered the “goods,” so to speak. As you will read below,
Jack Holland used his TRS-80 to automate race results. Nobody seems to remember the first use of computers
to manage accounting, membership, or the Roster. We used spreadsheets to get these tasks done. I can remember a Board meeting in 2011 where Walter Betkowski and I both suggested building a SQL database for
the general management of the HISC. Board members thought this was a good idea, and a committee formed
to look into this matter. Sadly, after a few meetings, which I did not attend, the group broke up with no system
produced or even designed.
When I took over membership in 2014, I adapted the customer relationship management (CRM) program I had
built for my software company back in the 1990s for use in tracking prospective members. This system was
written in Microsoft Access and was not too sophisticated, but it got the job done. The process began by entering in all the members from the 2014 Roster. In those days, we learned about prospects from the Strictly Sail –
Miami show. At one point, we had over 200 leads. We invited those prospects every month to come to a General Meeting or other club event. It worked and worked well for the narrow focus of Membership. Still, a
general management tool was necessary to run our club.
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I tried to interest other members to develop such a tool. This search was fruitless until 2016 when Dale Kern
put up his hand and said: “I’ll do that.” And so, he did. Dale builds CRM systems professionally, so we really
lucked out. I could never have built such a system based on my 20th- century skills of a mainly COBOL programmer. He used the Sugar Community, open-sourced CRM system as a front end to a SQL backend. This
system keeps track of a great variety of HISC data. For example, we have a scan of every paper application
used to apply for club membership. I got a kick out of reading my application for 2009 in 2018. One of the
real powers of this tool is that it can produce the Roster at the push of a button just before it needs to go to the
printer in February of each year. That little trick saved many man-days of work, laying each page out by hand.
We have trained many of our officers and committee chairs to use this tool.
Jack Holland, who chaired racing in the 1980s, was the first to apply a
computer to determine race results. Ever since the early days of the
club, and continuing until 2019 when I am writing this story, the HISC
has used a handicap system to rate boats in the series races. A dynamic
value meant that your handicap for the next race was calculated based
on your racing history. It had become a fairly complex calculation,
and, given the large numbers of boats racing, race results took time.
So, Jack used his TRS-80 mod 1 computer to take much of the grunt
work out of the procedure. This primitive computer used cassette tapes
for storing the racer’s past performance. [Editor’s note: I bought a TRS
-80 mod 1 back in 1979. I loved the little machine.]

TRS-80 model 1

The really slow part of the chore was printing the results on the scratch sheets handed out to the racers. He had
a pin-fed printer that could print a few carbon copies at one time. After each race, Jack would do the calculations and let the printer run. By the time he got cleaned up and was ready to go to the after-race party, he had a
given number of copies. He gave out as many as he had. Everybody loved the fact that they had printed race
results for the first time. A member named Rees Makins would race but never come to the after-race party.
He would drop by on Monday morning and pick up the final printout from Jack in person.
Dick and Carol Simmons had a Loran-C unit that they used on their trips to the Bahamas. The original LORAN system was developed during World War II to compute the position of ships and planes by radio signals.
In 1974 the Coast Guard released the system for civilian ship traffic. The benefit of Loran-C was that it gave
you your latitude and longitude directly. Although pretty expensive in the 70s, it was the best means at that
time to know where you were when you were off-shore. Dick could not remember how many boats in the
HISC fleet had this navigational instrument. Not too many members had them. Although nowhere near the
power, and low cost, of the GPS receivers of the 2000s, they were a step up from radio direction finders (RDF)
because they gave you your actual position. And it beat celestial navigation because it was not weatherrelated.
Two people helped me with the tale of using a Radio Direction Finder (RDF) to find your way to the Bahamas.
Just like the last story, Dick Simmons had RDF onboard Gusto! It worked in tandem with the above noted Loran-C. The RDF told you where to go while the latter told you where you were. When battery-powered RDF
units first became available to sailors at a reasonable price in the 1960s, companies that made them couldn’t
build them fast enough. RDF arrived just in time for the founding of the HISC. Many of our boats had them
for their summer cruises to the islands. Of course, you are about to head into the Gulfstream, so it was a tad
more difficult to use it to plot your course to Bimini. However, if you had your course on a paper chart, then
waypoints could be set, keeping a correct angle between the boat’s heading and the radio tower. Starting from
Miami or Ft. Lauderdale, tune the RDF to 396 kHz, which is the station at South Bimini. It transmits a Morse
code identification of “ZBB.” Dick says that once you got the hang of it, it was easy to do.
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Tom Garvey had a personal story on the use of RDF. After gaining cruising experience from trips to Lake Silvia, Miami, and the Upper Keys, and loving it, we were itching to sail to, not-so-distant Bimini in 1994. This
all took place before becoming members of the HISC. I learned how to apply dead reckoning methods using
charts and navigation tools. There was something called a Radio Direction Finder that needed investigation.
So, just before the voyage, we drove down to the Dania Nautical Flea Market to see if we could find one of
these jewels. We saw a few dilapidated units, in really poor shape if the truth be told. Then, there it was! In
its varnished glory, almost pristine, sat the craved navigational instrument. I immediately purchased it for
$35.00. And, it came with free lessons on how to use it to boot.
Tom & Anita on Aloha sailed out of Miami under power in perfect weather conditions for the two novice Gulfstream-crossers.
We were using the HI buoy’s Morse signal and South Bimini’s
radio tower signal. That would be the above mentioned ZBB.
As Dick Simmons noted, it took a bit of time to get the hang of
it. Anita and I squabbled about keeping to the course. After
quite a while, the anxiety to see land began to infect the crew.
Just then, a big US Coast Guard cutter pulled up close to our
port beam. Then it dawned on me that maybe they wanted to
chat with us on the radio. I turned on my hand-held VHF radio
and called “calling the Coast Guard cutter on my port beam, this
is sailing vessel Aloha.”. They responded by asking, “where are
you headed?” “Bimini in the Bahamas.” After a long pause, they
Aloha heading out
asked us if there was anyone onboard our boat besides the two
of us. We replied, “negative.” Then I asked them, not trusting my RDF, “Are we on course to Bimini?” They
replied that Bimini was dead ahead.
Later we heard that there was an increase of activity of smuggled people coming to the Florida coast. This, of
course, explained their interest in Aloha. Oh, what a feeling it is to master electronic nautical navigation!
The Global Positioning System (GPS) made the transition from military secret to civilian life in the 1990s. In
the May 2002 issue of the Inlet/Outlet, Pete Gustafson told his story about navigation. He began the article by
saying that the Jimmy Buffett song, Son of a Son of a Sailor, always had special meaning for him because his
father and grandfather were pilots on bulk carriers in the Great Lakes. For a complete telling of this tale, see
the story A Star to Steer By. The lake pilots were skilled in celestial and dead-reckoning navigation. Tech
added radar and RDF to the navigator’s skill set. Pete was yet another link in this chain as he shipped out on
freighters in the 1960s. At that time, Pete, his father, and grandfather would have been amazed at what a little
box you could hold in the palm of your hand could do. On his trips to the Bahamas in the 1960s, aboard Bold
Response, he used RDF. In 1975 he used LORAN and then Loran-C.
Then, in the early 1990s, all these gadgets gave way to GPS. The glowing screen was a veritable cornucopia
of information. It showed and gave a numerical readout of the position in latitude and longitude. Also, it gave
the time, speed over the bottom, range and bearing to waypoints, and the estimated time of arrival. It provided
an interface to radar, course plotters, autopilot, apparent wind indicator, and a computer. It could do practically anything but make coffee. However, the point of Pete’s article was that the human factor should never be
ignored even with all of the high-tech gear.
Since the late 1950s, VHF radio has become the standard means of short-range communication at sea. It took
a bit of time until pleasure crafts adopted radio. Our club was no exception. Flag signals did all of our early
racing control. For a short period, we used a cannon on the committee boat but abandoned it when accidents
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proved the folly of pyro techniques. As late as 1989, two items in the Inlet/Outlet demonstrated that VHF radio had not firmly taken hold. In the first instance, an article stated that the inlet bridge tender lowered the
draw, crunching and dismasting a 26’ sailboat. The tender claimed in his defense that he had sounded the
bridge’s horn, and the sailboat had not. The second item is the numerous pictures of the Beach Committee
holding the flags without a VHF transceiver in view.
As you probably know by now, my principal source for this history project is the Inlet/Outlet collection that
Sharon Holland retained. I have poured over these old papers looking for the first use of VHF for racing. And
then I found it! Bill Jordan, Race Chair, stated that the Beach Committee had purchased a hand-held VHF radio and would be in communications with the fleet on channel 68. However, by April 1991, Race Committee
Chair, Walt King, stated: “But, if you had difficulty communicating with the Race Committee, you probably
missed the skipper’s meeting. We are now using channel 72 for all race communications.” He further explained that the Beach Committee is under no obligation to answer a request for information, but VHF is there
for you. Then, as now in 2019, the only “real” race control is the flag signal.
In the days before Skype, e-mail, and the Internet in general, ham radio provided the communications link
back home. It is interesting to note that an amateur radio operator is called a “ham.” It goes back to 1908
when HAM was a station call sign for three members of the Harvard Radio Club. It was the first amateur
wireless station. HAM was an acronym of their last names: Albert Hyman, Bob Almy, and Poogie Murry.
For reasons of safety and reasons of convenience, the ability to “phone home” was a real plus when cruising to
the Islands. Hal and Dottie Miller had their licenses when they joined the HISC in the early 1970s. They led
the campaign to get other cruisers to get theirs. In the spring of each year, members were encouraged to get
their ham licenses. There was a roster of ham operators maintained in the mid-1980s by Hal Maull. The 1982
list included 15 boats comprised of 19 individuals.

Often articles appeared in the Inlet/Outlet about how communications worked. This one from July of 1981 is
typical:
“Thanks, and praises to our ham radio operators: While our Club cruisers were in the Islands enjoying a great time, we less fortunate relatives and friends were able to keep tabs on their activities via
Ed Marill in his usual enthusiastic and energetic manner. Ed was in daily contact with some of his
fellow operators in the islands. After most of the HISC boats returned home, one of our new members went over there with his wife and three small children. Apparently, the folks back home were
concerned about their safety, and Ed was able to locate a ham operator who
was anchored right next to them in beautiful little Man-O-War harbor, setting everyone’s worries at ease. It’s a great service to us, and fun for those
who do it.”
Ed Marill, still an active ham, filled me in with some more details in 2019.
Dottie (N4AAT) and Jeff Miller (N4AAO) had been hams when we joined the
club and made our first trip to the Bahamas. They introduced us to the 40 meter “Waterway Net,” operating every morning on 7268 kHz. The organization
has become more formal today. It is now known as the Waterway Radio and
Cruising Club.
Emergency traffic, weather forecasts for the Bahamas, and reports of weather
conditions, along with position reports and float plans, were broadcast regularly every morning at 8:00 AM. These transmissions were sent by volunteer
hams stateside and from ham radio-equipped cruising boats in the Bahamas.

Marill’s Siesta
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You could hear it on a short-wave radio without being a licensed ham operator. Everyone afloat benefitted
from the excellent information. There was one restriction on this pipeline. Batelco, the quasi-governmental
corporation that controlled Bahamian communications, did not allow third-party chatter. Ham to ham talk was
fine, but a non-ham could not ask a ham to send a message to a boat in Bahamian waters. And, certainly, a
“phone-patch” was not allowed by the short-wave. Ed went on to say that he organized a ham radio course
that was offered to HISC members to help them obtain the general class license required for 40-meter operations. Bill Garlough, a local ham in Ft. Lauderdale taught the course.
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Teller: John Sammons
Voyage of Marni from Palma, Majorca Spain to St. Thomas in the Caribbean
Over the years, many of our members have done “blue water” sailing. Elsewhere in this collection you will
read about a circumnavigation of the globe. This tale was told by John Sammons. It was his travel log of his
Atlantic crossing early in 2010.
It was cold and raining when I arrived at Palma
Airport. The ﬂight from South Florida was pretty
good, by today’s airline standards. I had eaten a
decent vegetarian meal and even napped some,
while the little girl sitting next to me made do with
my shoulder as her headrest. I had found my
checked bag in the customs area, by chance mostly, and was walking along the concourse when a
tall blond man approached and identified himself
as Ashley. This was the chap I needed to meet.
Ashley was the young Australian who just bought
a Beneteau 50 and asked me to act as the captain
for the trip from Majorca, Spain to St. Thomas in
the US Virgin Islands.
Ashley had a rental car and we drove to the marina
S/V Marni
where his boat, Marni, a 2004 Beneteau, was
docked. The next week was a ﬂurry of shopping
for provisions, mostly by Renee (Ashley's attractive young fiancé) and myself. We purchased and installed,
primarily by Ashley and Renee’s father, Ian, the needed equipment. Ashley, Ian, and I made good progress on
the provisions. We were unbelievably effective with the equipment installation. Renee and I drove through
wet snow to a large mall that included a big food market. We couldn’t get any carts because you needed a 1
Euro coin to release them and we had none. We found someone who released two carts. They were filled with
stuff that we hoped was what we wanted, as the labels were all in Spanish. We looked at the pictures on the
containers as our clue to what was inside. That process took a while; then we waited in a long line to checkout. Renee’s cards were rejected! Finally, my American Express credit card worked and we were allowed to
purchase the groceries and the bags to hold them. We still had no Euros so we couldn’t get out of the car park
until we located a machine that would accept Renee’s card. The shopping took most of the day, and we still
had to carry them to the boat and stow them away. The weather was mostly unpleasant as it often rained that
time of year. The mountains, that hover over Palma were covered with snow by the passing storms. The natives loved it, as snow is unusual there.
Renee and I drove to the local market, an open building with many vendors selling meat, fish, fruits, and vegetables. As we ordered from the fruit vendor, we asked where we might buy a large amount of bottled water.
He was delighted to introduce us to a lady who would be happy to sell us all her five-liter bottles of drinking
water for a good price. He actually bargained for us. The vendor was very impressed with Renee. He asked if
we were leaving on a voyage as we were wearing our nautical rain gear. When Renee told him she was sailing
to Australia, he left quickly returning with his wife to hug Renee goodbye and to share pictures of his sailboat.
As Renee stood on the curb with 70 large bottles of water and four large bags of provisions around her feet, I
was wandering the narrow-crowded streets looking for our car (amongst nearly identical cars). I finally dis197

covered where some prankster had hidden the car and gathered up Renee, the water, meat, and fruit just before
the fruit vendors adopted Renee.
We did have the occasional "warm" day, but I always felt the need to dress in at least 5 layers and to complain
about the cold. We ate out almost every night, since no one felt like cooking. Actually, it was a few days before we had any food aboard. The restaurants were good and the owners and waitstaff mostly spoke English
and even had English menus. It was off season so reservations were not needed. The staff were happy to see
us. Ian, who never met a stranger he did not like, made friends everywhere with the waitstaff as well as our
neighbors; well, the female ones anyway.
Finally, on January 15th (we had
planned to leave January 10th!) we
were almost ready to leave. So,
around 4:00 PM we decided to
manage with the provisions and
equipment we had aboard and left
the dock. They say Gibraltar is a
good place to provision anyway.
Our planned refueling stop was
aborted when we found the fuel
docks all closed around 3:00 PM.
A hasty conference, a few quick
calculations, and a lot of selfconfidence (or was that foolishness?) led to the decision to go
with the fuel on hand. Ashley assured me that "surely we will get
to sail some of the way to Gibraltar". Well, we did sail for about
four hours after we left the harbor, but motored the rest of the way. The pilot charts are very clear about the
dominant winds in January being from the West, and they were exactly correct. We left Palma with no weather forecast for our route, but we had the local one and one for Gibraltar. Yes, they did forecast good weather.
As we approached our first waypoint, we were motoring in the cold darkness past Ibiza Island, where we could
turn west. As I watched our progress on the chart plotter, I noticed that we were getting set towards Ibiza so I
scanned the radar screen looking for an indication that we really did have plenty of room to safely round the
island. Navigators are notorious worry warts. No radar reflection from Ibiza, although I had observed a good
reflection from the mountains around Palma, as we left. After stewing a while, I decided we should plot our
position hourly until we rounded the island. Since there was really nothing else to do, it seemed a good idea.
If we got too close, we would adjust our course. As it happened, no course changes were needed and as I went
to bed for a short nap, we had a fair course for Cartagena on the mainland of Spain, our next waypoint.
We decided to stand three-hour watches with 1½ hours on watch and 1½ hours in the cockpit on standby at
night. Then, we were off for three hours. During the day, we each had a four-hour solitary watch. This made
for short night watches, but frequent sleep interruptions. I worried that we would become exhausted, but everyone seemed to handle the lost sleep well. We all liked the short night watches. The four-day trip to Gibraltar was mostly uneventful. We saw a lot of ship traffic. At times we had 10 to 12 active ships on our radar
and once we had a fishing boat who bullied us off our path by simply aiming right at us. We moved.
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We lost our GPS “fix” a few times in this area, usually in the dark of the night with 10 or 15 ships surrounding
us. At one point we began keeping a dead reckoning log, a method of guessing what your current location
might be. Fortunately, the satellite connection always returned within a few minutes. We suspected the
NATO warships might be the cause. We had about two days of motoring into a 15-knot headwind that created
a nasty chop. Fortunately, we had no storms, or even high winds, which are frequent in January in that part of
the Mediterranean. We had experienced gale force winds often while we were docked in Palma.
As we approached Gibraltar, the ship traffic increased. Our automatic weather FAX notified us that NATO was defending our
rights, by conducting maneuvers in the area. “Please keep out
of their way, thank you.” We followed the snow topped mountains on the Spanish coast to Gibraltar. S/V Marni entered the
harbor during the late morning. There were ships anchored just
about everywhere, many with “lighters” (smaller ships) tied
alongside to take on cargo, or maybe to deliver cargo. We wove
a path through them and finally tied up to the fuel dock. Then
we found a marina. As we left the fuel dock, we passed the end
of the runway where a loud speaker asked us to refrain from
Gibraltar
turning north until the plane on the runway had taken off. The
only road to Spain crosses the runway, so car traffic waits at a traffic light as planes land or depart. We were
told that about 45,000 workers cross the border every day to work in Gibraltar. Once again, we spent most of
our three days at Gibraltar provisioning and equipping Marni. We did spend one day touring. It’s a fascinating place, and is indeed a great spot to provision for an Atlantic crossing. Gibraltar is self-governed, but still
associated with the UK, so British pounds are the currency, not Euros.

We left Gibraltar bound for Lanzarote in the Canary Islands. Once again, we set sail without a weather forecast, at 9:30 AM January 21st. The local forecast and the Lanzarote forecasts were favorable. Our weather
FAX was still working, but we did not pay too much attention to it. The current at Gibraltar is interesting,
there is always an easterly current in the center of the strait, then westerly and again easterly currents as you
near the sides. The center of the strait is reserved for ships, lots of ships (300 per day on average). In fact,
there is a large control room on the Spanish coast that directs the ship traffic. Small vessels enter the shipping
lanes at their hazard. We left Gibraltar harbor just as the current near the north shore turned westerly. Then
we followed it by watching our speed logs. We were often very close to the north shore, until we were clear of
the strait. As we motored through in light breezes, we nearly ran into a long net. It was marked by a pole at
one end, periodic red floats, and the fishing boat nearly a mile away. Finally, clear of most of the fishermen,
we set sail in a large swell and light winds, on a southwesterly course. On January 22nd Renee noticed a fast
drop in the barometer. We checked our weather FAX and sure enough, we were about to experience a gale.
However, we were still sailing fine in 25 to 30 knots of wind. I can still picture Renee standing behind the
wheel with a big grin on her face as Marni sliced through the 6 to 8-foot waves.
Beaufort scale: Force 8: Gale - 18 to 20-foot breaking waves, white foam streaks blown with the wind, wave
crests blown off, visibility affected by spray, winds 34 - 41 knots. By 10:00 PM the next day we had 3 reefs in
the main, two in the Genoa with 35 to 40 knots of wind on the beam with 20-foot waves. By the next morning
Ashley and I were whipped from steering. Ian and Renee steered for most of the day in 30-minute watches.
Ashley and I managed to handle our shifts that night using the 30-minute steering watch that Ian and Renee
started. That worked well as we did not get nearly as tired. The noise inside Marni was unbelievable; only
sheer exhaustion made sleep possible. I had no idea a boat could make so many strange noises. We had to
steer because if the boat broached (turned sideways to the waves) we could easily be dismasted, because the
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autopilot could not cope. We managed to prepare and eat some soup, and sandwiches, but mostly we were not
very hungry. As the gale finally eased the next afternoon, we noticed a nasty noise coming from the rudder
bearing. It sounded like it was grinding itself to pieces. Ian and Renee managed to squeeze into the port aft
locker and tighten it, reducing the noise from “get ready to abandon ship” to “let’s just keep an eye on that”
level. Marni handled the gale fine, and the crew all performed like the experienced sailors they are.
We were able to hold our southwesterly course until the gale veered north. Then we tacked to the southerly
course that would take us to Lanzarote, just a little sooner than planned. The third day the wind fell to 25 to 30
knots and veered behind us. We were making good time for Lanzarote with 3 reefs in the main and no genoa.
During the night we passed a cruise ship and another sailboat that had also left Gibraltar just in time to enjoy
the gale. We commiserated via radio with the sailboat. The cruise ship ignored our calls.
We arrived at Lanzarote two days later, just in time for Ian’s flight the following day. The wind was around
20 knots on the beam, so I was asked to back Marni into her slip in the marina. I backed her nicely into the
slip but activated the bow thruster in the wrong direction on my first attempt. We managed to get her parked
with no dents on the second try, but it wasn’t pretty. [editor’s note “I know the feeling!] Bow thrusters are
fine, but it does take some getting used to them. We had the rudder bearing looked at. It was tightened again
and pronounced to be fine.
Kerry Blalock, another HISC member, flew in to replace Ian on
the crossing. We were able to let him know where we were
docked. We had hoped to depart in one or two days, but had to
wait until February 4th for a promising weather window. We
waited for favorable winds to reach the trade’s, still over 800
miles to the southwest. We had 2,800 miles of ocean to cross
and could not rely on the engine as we can’t carry that much
fuel. We would be stuck on Lanzarote for seven days.
We fixed the stuff that we had noticed on the last leg needed
attention, cleaned the boat, and toured the island. Lanzarote is
Mid-Atlantic breakfast
small and bleak. There is no obvious work for the islanders to
do except for tourism. We stayed in the beautiful marina, Puerto Calero. There are a few hotels and many pretty homes, most with a sea view. There is a walking path to the
next town that runs along the sea and many restaurants in the area. Ashley and Renee rented a car and we
toured some of the highlights.
Finally, we got a good forecast and sailed southwest for the trades on February 4th. We made slow progress in
light air. Marni reached the trade wind area, just as our weather forecaster told us the wind was gone for at
least four days. We considered stopping at the Cape Verde Islands while we waited, but decided to keep sailing. We set the spinnaker and continued to make some progress. There were a few glorious days of fast sailing behind the spinnaker. About this time, we noticed the rudder bearing noise again. Not so bad this time,
but definitely a concern. We adjusted it until the grinding noise diminished and occurred less often. We were
averaging around 140 miles a day with our best day at 150. We still had some fuel but, we tried to sail as
much as possible, reserving the fuel for charging batteries. We would be a floating hulk without the 12-volt
system. We all shared food preparation duties which consisted of meal planning (rummaging through the
lockers), making the fine repast of the day, and cleaning up the evening meal. Breakfast and lunch were up to
the individual. We also took turns baking bread. After a few missteps we were enjoying fresh bread daily.
I had the afternoon watch and often enjoyed listening to my mp3 player while sailing or motor sailing through
the smooth seas with nothing but water for 1,000 miles in any direction. We observed varying degrees of
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phosphorescence on the water. Some nights every wave was highlighted with light. Once, a pod of dolphins
left trails of light as they played around our bow.
Ashley downloaded weather files daily that helped us plan our course. The trick was to find enough wind,
without adding a lot of extra mileage. We found little wind the last two weeks and the resulting motoring left
us short of fuel. Running out of fuel was not an option, we could drift for weeks if we could not recharge our
batteries. We decided to divert to Antigua for fuel since it was 170 miles closer. We planned to continue on to
St Thomas after the refueling pit stop. We saw almost no ships and no sailboats for the last three weeks. Most
of that time we were never closer than 1,000 miles to land in any direction. The isolation makes for great star
viewing and we saw a few “shooting stars" every clear night. Ashley and Renee were delighted to observe the
Southern Cross most nights.
We refueled on Antigua with 16 gallons left in our fuel tanks,
enough for one or two days of motoring. Two days out of
Antigua we found a 15-knot breeze on our beam, so we enjoyed fine sailing for the last days of the voyage. There was
almost no water in the water tanks, although we still had
plenty of drinking water. We then sailed north through the
Leeward Islands to St. Thomas, experiencing a shower and a
close encounter with a cruise ship during the night. We arrived in St. Thomas on February 25th, so our Atlantic crossing was 21 days, from the Canaries, plus 5 days from Gibraltar to the Canaries, and 4 days from Majorca to Gibraltar.
Journey’s End, St. Thomas
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Teller: Bob
Composite Cruising Story
This story is unique. In this book, and in the collection of tales, which is the history project, you will never
find another one like it. Every year the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club plans and executes many cruises. Some of
them are long voyages to the Bahamas Islands, but most of them are short. Of these short cruises, the fleet either anchors in a wide spot in the Intracoastal Waterway, such as Lake Boca, or docks at a marina like Bahia
Mar. There are reasons why this is so.
First, and by far the most important reason, is that long cruises are time-consuming and expensive. It is an interesting fact that the average age of the HISC membership is surprisingly getting younger. The age alteration
may be due to the process by which we gain new members has a social media focus. What are the dominating
factors of a lower age demographic? They are time and money. A young family may not be able to spend two
weeks participating in Race Time in Abaco. A weekend at Pier 66 makes much more sense.
Another reason why short cruises are logical is that we can have many more of them. Even in the hey-day of
the summer cruise to Abaco, the fleet was modest. The weekend cruises each year are planned at monthly intervals. Coastal races often end at an “away-game” port. In the 2019 Commodore Year, we had fourteen
planned cruises. To recognize cruisers, we award cruising flags to boats that accumulate ten or more cruising
points. A boat can earn these points in other ways. The Landlubber’s Party, blood donations, and independent
overnight anchorages with another club boat gain you points.
A third reason why short cruises are important is that cruising is important. It is one of the four functional areas of the HISC. For it to be so, you would need more than just one long cruise to the Islands. To make the
marketing point that our Club averages more than one party per week, we dearly need the cruising events in
our activity portfolio. It is part of our reason for being.
Finally, overnights on your boat with close friends, eating, drinking, and sailing is just plain fun. It is the very
essence of sailing. We can even extend this pleasure to HISC members who don’t yet own boats. One obvious way to make this happen is an invitation to have guests join you on your boat. Even if the guests do not
sleep aboard, they can drive to a cruise that ends up at a marina. However, there is a subtle way to increase
participation in events that involve anchoring to the member who does not own a boat or has a boat that is not
functional. It is the “dinghy taxi” route to a cruising event. There is a dock near Lake Boca, for example. At
an agreed-upon time, the boat owner hops in the dinghy, travels to the dock, and picks up the guest.
Now that you, my readers, understand the reasons for the short cruises,
it is time to describe them. But how should this be done? I spent a
great deal of mental processing time thinking about which cruises represented this important part of our club. It was a total failure! No single cruise was representative. Could many stories be told? Perhaps,
but that would consume too much real estate in this history, and it
would be repetitively boring. The only way to deal with this problem is
to set sail on a flight of fancy if you forgive the mixed metaphor. What
follows is a totally concocted tale created from several real cruises that
happened over the last five years. Let me repeat. All of the events here
Home dock
chronicled actually happened, just not in one cruise. Let’s set sail on
the sailing vessel Destiny. Most readers will recognize the boat as our Catalina 34, Esprit du Vent, and while
you only see the first names of the characters, club members will be recognized by the readers currently in the
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HISC at the time of this story’s creation.

It is a hot and humid summer afternoon with a light haze in the mostly blue sky. The wind is blowing out of
the east at about 10 knots. These are nearly perfect atmospherics for a short sail to Port Everglades and our
rendezvous at Bahia Mar Marina. Pat and I are driving I-95 from our home in Palm Beach to Lighthouse
Point. Behind a multimillion-dollar home on Captain Knight's Canal, Destiny is waiting at the dock. Most
HISC members will load up their boats with provisions for the weekend cruise. We pack only the bare minimum. Since Destiny is the host-boat, most of the cargo has been deposited the day before in the marina office.
We arrive at the dock at 10:00 AM this fine Friday morning. Unloading the car is a snap. All our gear stows
neatly below; everything is in its assigned place. Open the seacocks, turn on the 12-volt electric circuits, disconnect and bring the shore power line aboard, and Destiny is ready to go to sea. It is a dance that Pat and I
have rehearsed for many years on different boats we have owned. We fire up the diesel. Pat stands on the
bow deck. “Bow line away, forward spring away, aft spring away, stern line away” is the familiar chant. With
a turn of 180°, we head down the canal towards Hillsboro Inlet. At a modest pace, we reach the drawbridge
after 20 minutes of motorized cruising. The inlet bridge opens at 15-minute intervals, so before long, we are in
the deep blue of the Atlantic Ocean. Many club members raise sail before leaving the protected waters of the
inlet; we do not. We believe the prudent thing to do is to raise our sails in the open waters off-shore even if
that makes Destiny the “chicken of the sea.”
With the Hillsboro Lighthouse behind and Pat at the helm, we raise the main and set the jib. The main halyard
leads back to the cockpit, so there is no need to go up on deck. We are heading southeast on a broad reach
with our destination, Port Everglades, dead ahead. Gradually the familiar landmarks pass off to starboard.
First, we catch sight of the pier at Pompano Beach. Then Destiny glides silently by the unseen grave of the SS
Copenhagen described in the story Sailing in Historic Waters. I take the helm as we pass the spire of the Coral
Ridge Ministries near Commercial Boulevard in Ft. Lauderdale. Pat opens the cooler for a gourmet lunch.
Lunch aboard is always an event. Today it is Banh Mi, a spicy Vietnamese chicken sandwich, accompanied
by a cold IPA. Since childhood, I have observed that food tastes better on a sailboat. My uneducated guess is
that the wind blowing by your nose amplifies the sense of taste, but that could be pure nonsense.
Shortly after lunch, we catch a glimpse of the marina where we will
spend the night. In between buildings lining the beach, we see the blue
letters, “Bahia Mar,” on the 16-story high-rise hotel that is part of the
marina complex. Before we can tie up there, we must navigate the
channel and enter Port Everglades. We lower our sails. The passage is
always an exciting time as there is always ship traffic in this narrow
waterway. Today is no exception. As we make our way into the port, a
very large container ship is leaving. Destiny hugs the north side of the
channel while the huge ocean-going vessel dominates the waterway.
Club boats at Bahia Mar
We acknowledge their passing with a friendly wave, which I am sure
no one aboard the leviathan will notice. Not to worry. We are about to
go under another large structure, the 17th street bridge. While our mast is in no danger of hitting the span, it
always appears that it will. After a few minutes, we spot Bahia Mar and call the dockmaster on channel 16 on
our VHF radio.
Our instructions are to pull into slip 224 on “B” dock. We will go in bow first so that the port side shore power plug is dockside. I am sad to report that I made a graceless approach. Due to the hard work of Paul, a club
member who will appear later on in this tale, and a Bahia Mar dockman, Destiny docked without incident. An
embarrassed skipper thanked Paul and gave a large tip to the dockman. In no time at all, the boat is made ship203

shape. It is early afternoon, and the temperature is in the low 90s, so it is off to the pool. There we spot a few
more members of the HISC. It is Friday so that the crowd is modest as the working-stiffs have not yet arrived.
The pool deck has a large bar, so many of the hotel and marina guests are ‘into their cups.” We, however, abstain as there will be plenty of opportunities later on to indulge in “strong juice.”
Pat and I do not want too much sun exposure. We ask the pool crowd what plans they have for dinner and
then bid them good afternoon. Because we are the host boat, I go down to the marina office to finalize the
plans for Saturday and Sunday. Bahia Mar has a function room. The Captain’s Quarters is on the west side of
the property. It can be used by groups who have their boats at the marina on a non-exclusive basis. We find
that another boating organization, the Seabirds, has plans to use the room on Saturday. Oh, well, no big deal.
We are only going to have cocktails there before moving on to a big dinner at Coconuts restaurant. Anyway,
the birds can join us for adult beverages. The marina office tells me that the room is free and clear Sunday
morning for our end of cruise breakfast.

The next stop is socializing with our friends Paul and Peggy; they, too, have a Catalina 34. Paul is a retired
Chief Petty Officer from the Royal Navy. His repository of knowledge is vast. He is a self-taught shipwright,
sailmaker, software engineer, bread baker, and helicopter mechanic. Our conversation ranges widely, and only
one topic is taboo. That would be politics. I received quality advice from an older member years ago. “Never
talk politics at the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club.” If I had not heeded that wise advice, I would never have
moved into a position of command. As a British Navy man, Paul shares my love of Pusser’s Rum. For a reprise on rum, please see the story Three Who Spoke for the tale about grog. Peggy, who is a nurse, like Pat,
regales us with the condition of healthcare in southeastern Florida. Pat, like Paul, is a bread baker. Paul has
one up on Pat as he can bake his daily bread in the galley oven. Time passes at a rapid rate. We return to Destiny and “sort of” cleaned up for dinner.
The plan was to join six other HISC couples and go to a Cuban joint just down the street south of Bahia Mar.
Sadly, I must report that they had power issues that evening. Even sadder, the restaurant failed as a business a
year later and was literally wiped off the map to make room for new waterfront construction. What to do?
After a brief huddle, we marched our band of sailors across the street to the seafood restaurant in the Ocean B
Hotel. Did I ever tell you that there are plenty of great restaurants in Fort Lauderdale? We had a scallop dish
to die for, and it was much better than the Cuban fare on which we took a pass.
The group did not disband after dinner. We retraced our steps back to “B” dock and settled into an
“afterglow” on yet another boat in the HISC fleet. It reminded Pat and me of our ski trips from bygone days.
We are not big fans of nightlife. After an outstanding meal, we often settled into a comfortable couch and reflected on the day. While the cockpit of a Beneteau 38 might not be a deep piled sofa, and there was no roaring fire, the small talk did reflect the day’s activities and our plans for tomorrow. Does this not invoke some
memory in you, my reader, regardless of the date and time in which you find yourselves as you read these stories?
As is our habit, we say good night to our friends early and walk back to our boat. Over the forty years of marriage, Pat and I always go to bed early. The nursing career Pat had dictated an early wakeup call. I am not a
night person, so I easily drifted into the “early to bed, early to rise” routine. With the light motion of the boat,
we quickly fell into a deep sleep. At 6:30 AM, we rise with the sun. As noted earlier, we do not stock the galley with much food. There is just enough for three lunches. By seven, we are walking down A1A to get some
breakfast. We pop into St. Bart's Coffee Company, a small coffee shop across the street from the beach. Although the hour is early, this joint is jumping. Well-fortified for the day, we return to the boat for our planned
day-sail.
There is no destination, and not too many of the club boats are heading out this early, but that is what we are
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doing. There is one other boat from our fleet out at this hour. That would be the other Catalina 34 manned by
Paul and Peggy. The weather continues to cooperate with steady ten-knot wind and modest seas. We no sooner get out of the ship channel then we hear on VHF channel 16 that the Navy is conducting test operations.
There is an exclusion zone south of us, so we plot a course to the north and east. It is a pleasant day on the water; however, we need to return after lunch to Bahia Mar to set up the late afternoon cocktail hour. As the host
boat, this is our responsibility.
All of the supplies are in the marina office, including the rum punch, the featured drink today. Members are
bringing additional drinks and appetizers. As was explained above, we are sharing the Captain’s Quarters with
the Seabirds. The birds will kick in some additional snacks, but their focus is the dinner they will be serving
after we leave for our evening repast at Coconuts. As is traditional, the Cruise Committee has included in its
kit the blocks game Jenga. When the HISC gang is drinking, it is amusing to watch members try to maintain a
steady hand while playing this block tower contest.

Plenty of members help us unpack the supplies, rearrange the tables,
mix the drink, and layout the food. By now, there are 14 club boats
tied up at the dock. Not all of our crew signed up for dinner as we only
made reservations for 25, but trust me, nobody ever goes hungry on a
HISC short cruise. We drink our fill, perhaps more than our fill, and
then form up for our short hike down Seabreeze Boulevard to Coconuts
Restaurant. I am particularly fond of this modestly priced spot with
exceptionally good seafood. It is a reasonably large building with half
of the seats indoors and the other half on the wharf. Tonight, the house
Coconuts
is packed, but we have reservations. They do not set up long tables so
we break into groups of four to eight members. Pat and I join Joe and
Barbara at one of the small tables. As usual, the dinner conversation revolved around what we had done to our
boat and what we still need to do to it in the near term. We share a plate of conch fritters before I settle into a
shrimp and chicken Jambalaya. I probably don’t need to tell you that we consumed more wine. Well, I will
tell you that “we consumed more wine!”
Saturday evening followed the same format except for the addition of
more members who arrived earlier in the day. There was more cockpit
sitting along with the usual sailing conversation. People talked about
things that happened yesterday and things that seemed to have happened only yesterday but, in reality, took place years ago and miles
away. The motif of these tales reminds me of that country song line, “I
tell it like it ought to be.” And I am as guilty as anyone sitting in the
cockpit on a warm Florida July evening. I exaggerate, I lie, but most of
the time, my 76-year-old brain can’t sort things out as well as it once
did. All too soon, I yearn to be in the arms of Morpheus. We bid our
friends good night and walk back to our boat.
Often, Sunday morning is uneventful on these short cruises. But, now
and then, you get a memorable one. Such was the following dawn. Our
good friend Christeen is an amazing artist and an excellent cook. In the
flyer advertising this cruise printed many weeks before, she hinted that
everyone should stay for the provided breakfast in the Captain’s Quarters at 9:00 AM. Earlier that morning, she picked up a couple of boxes
from Dunkin Donuts of what they call “a Box of Joe.” When you

Pancake Art
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walked in the door, you got a cup of coffee, and there was Christeen pouring pancake batter from squeeze bottles. Each bottle contained a batter of a different color. It was not that she was making colored pancakes. She
was creating pancake art. After the demonstration, she encouraged other members to try their hand at creating
edible masterpieces. Nobody could do what Christeen did. It was a good thing that I ate my artwork, which
more closely resembled Jackson Pollock than Rembrandt.
All things come to an end, and this cruise was no exception. As hosts, we stayed to clean up. We returned to
the dock, unplugged the shore-power line, dropped the dock line, and proceeded to slowly back out of the slip.
Since we were port side to the dock, we took care to apply power gently as prop walk might slam the stern
quarter to the dock. Our good fortune continued to hold with the atmosphere. The wind had shifted slightly to
the southeast. That meant we were on a reach for our return to Hillsboro Inlet and our home dock. Even
though it took a tad longer to clean up the boat, we still were home by mid-afternoon. I trust my contemporaries, and even folks reading these words many years from now, can see this cruise as we saw it.
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Teller: Bob
Three Who Spoke – Racing, Cruising, and the Lore of the Sea
Over the past almost fifty years of our existence, there have been many people, famous or relatively unknown,
who have mounted the podium at our monthly general meetings. In this tale, we will focus on just three, and
only a wee bit of what they said. The first post I had after joining the club was that of Programs Chair. I always took the speaker out to dinner the evening of their presentation. It was the best part of the job. These
three, all of whom had the pre-meeting dinner, have all spoken many times in front of our illustrious gathering.
They were selected for this story because they capture the very essence of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club –
racing, cruising, and the lore of the sea.
Gary Jobson is the face of American sailboat racing. He is an honorary member of the
HISC. However, I wish to start by telling a personal tale about the time I spent with
him just before he delivered his address to the general meeting on Thursday, April 11,
2013. I will similarly present two other speakers. As was my wont, I wrote a column
in the prior month’s Inlet/Outlet.
Introducing Gary Jobson is the very essence of the man who needs no introduction.
There is scarcely any sailor in the country who does not know who he is. Still, I have
to write this column and come up with something witty and informative for this ancient and honorable publication. So, into the breach with your humble (well, maybe
not so humble) Programs Chairman.
Growing up in New Jersey, I, like Gary, first learned to sail in the waters of the AtlanGary Jobson
tic Ocean. Gary went on to win the America’s Cup; I missed that one. He took the
Fastnet; yup, missed that one too. He is in the Sailing Hall of Fame; I whiffed there also. He reports on sailing for NBC and ESPN; I report for the Inlet/Outlet. Ah, but we both love sailing, and while I am no Gary
Jobson, I do get to introduce him to our April General Meeting. If you make but one program this season,
make it the April one.
In case you had not heard, 2013 is a “Cup Year.” He will be covering the 34th challenge for the America’s
Cup. The America’s Cup brings the competition for the oldest trophy in international sports back to the United
States for the first time in 18 years. And it does so in style, with exciting new boats, a new format for the racing, and television and web coverage that takes the viewer into the racing as never before. There are three racing series, the AC World Series, the Louis Vuitton Cup, and the America’s Cup finals in San Francisco.
There are two new classes of boats. Both will be more powerful, more demanding of the crews, and faster
than anything seen at the America’s Cup to date. The AC45 catamarans will race in the America’s Cup World
Series regattas. The design allows a new team to learn wing-sailed multihulls. In the meantime, they will be
designing and building their AC72 – the revolutionary catamarans that will race in the Louis Vuitton Cup and
America’s Cup in 2013.
As of right now, the American team, Oracle Team USA Spithill, is in first place but tied with Great Britain on
points. There are 18 boats in the race, so stay tuned to hear all about it. Beyond reporting about the Cup, Gary
will discuss his new book: Gary Jobson, An American Sailing Story. He sent me a case of books for him to
sell at our meeting, and I can tell you that he is a great storyteller with a life worth telling. Some of the words
which come to mind are perseverance, courage, entrepreneurial spirit, dedication, hard work, and achievement.
He tells of his fight with cancer in a chapter called “Storms.” It is described, as any sailor would recognize as
a passage. So, come and spend a brief voyage with fellow HISC member Gary Jobson.
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Before the 2013 general meeting presentation, Pat and I picked Gary up at his hotel for a brief ride to the
Lighthouse Point Yacht and Racquet Club for dinner. He treated the two of us just like he treated other dinner
guests like Turner, the head of NBC Sports, or Walter Cronkite. During his talk to our membership, he gave
his opinion of sailboat racing and sailing in general. He had learned from Turner that giving your opinion is a
way to stand out, although sometimes it may bite you while it is happening. A small part of the talk was his
fight with cancer, with which he did battle and came out a winner. To date, Gary has delivered a dozen
presentations to our Club. The most recent appearance was in January of 2018, where he spoke about the history of the New York Yacht Club.
As we leave the world of 2013, we are now setting the “way-back” machine for 1977. Here is where the story
gets clouded in the fog of time. Gary was just out of the State University of New York Maritime College,
where he had won the Intercollegiate Sailor of the Year in 1971 and again in 1972. He was named as the sailing coach at the United States Naval Academy and moved to Annapolis. In 1976 he reestablished his friendship with Ted Turner, who he had met four years earlier. Ted invited him to be the tactician aboard the America’s Cup boat, Courageous. That turned out to be the winning yacht that year. During a flight with Turner, he
was asked by the none too shy man from Atlanta, “So, how much are you making now?” Gary replied sheepishly, “$14,000.” “Well, we’ll get you a lot more than that.”
True to his word, Ted got a book deal from Simon & Schuster to write a book on sailing. Turner asks Jobson
to help write what became The Racing Edge. Next, Anheuser Busch made an offer to Turner to be the spokesman for Michelob. He turned it down but suggested that the beer company pick Gary for the role. Armed with
these two deals, Gary set out on his own touring the country representing the company, Ted Turner, and of
course, himself.
Let’s move the clock forward to October 29, 1996. That year
Gary was named an honorary member of the HISC. Here is
what happened according to Commodore Pete Gustafson. The
Club planned a fund-raising event for Youth Sailing at the Elks
Club in Pompano Beach. Because of our speaker, we welcomed
non-members, but charged them $10.00 to come to the event.
We raffled off a number of things including 10 prizes which
were rides in the Goodyear Blimp. The flyer noted that “blimp
ride tickets are almost impossible to get.” Gary’s talk that year
was focused on the Olympics held in Atlanta. The sailing event
took place in the waters off of Savannah, GA.
On October 8, 2019, I had a long conversation with him while
Gary and Pete
he was driving from Annapolis to New York City. He said I did
not have to take notes as he would send me his thoughts written
down and ready for publication. As promised, Gary sent me the following paragraphs.
It was my first of many talks at the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. My hosts, Jim and Francis Loomis, told me
there would be a short business meeting followed by my introduction. The date was November 1, 1980. My
program included a slide show about the Fastnet Race that devastated the fleet the previous August. I was the
Watch Captain aboard Ted Turner’s Tenacious in that race. We were the overall winners, but the victory was
tempered by the horrific calamity that year. A fleet of 303 yachts started the race, and only 87 would reach
the finish line. Sadly, there were 15 deaths, and 23 boats either sank or were abandoned. To this day, the 1979
Fastnet Race is the roughest ocean race on record. I was anxious to give my presentation.
After a spirited cocktail reception, the meeting got underway. Most of the Agenda included announcements
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for upcoming events, some awards for a recent race, and the normal boilerplate items most yacht clubs deal
with until the Financial Report came along. The issue of the night was a proposal to raise the Annual Dues
from $25 per year to $28 per year. I sat listening to this raucous debate. An hour went by, and the arguments
continued. By the time I got to the podium, 90 minutes had passed. It was a late-night, but the 150 members
enjoyed my Fastnet stories and pictures. Over the past 40 years, I have spoken at the HISC 12 times. I am
happy to report that every meeting since has run smoothly.
But I had another strange event during a break at my presentation on May 12, 1994. There was a large crowd
of 300 people. The Whitbread Round, the World Race, was my main feature of the evening. The Whitbread
Race had visited Fort Lauderdale just one month earlier. As I collected my thoughts for the second half of my
program, a slender woman appeared out of the crowd and asked me, “Are you, Gary Jobson?” “Yes,” I answered, and with that, she handed me an envelope and said, “You have been served.” It was a Court Order to
Appear in a New York Court. Apparently, Nancy Frank, who was relieved as the skipper of one of the Whitbread boats the previous October, had decided to sue every stakeholder involved in the race, including me and
ESPN. I was a little taken aback.
I put the matter out of my head and continued with my program about 20 minutes later. The next day I shared
the Court Order with the ESPN attorney in New York. A few days later they wrote Ms. Frank that she had
used some of ESPN’s footage without permission, but would drop the issue if she dropped her complaint.
That was the end of the matter. You just never know what might happen in a public setting.
As a small footnote in wrapping up the first of three speakers, Mr. Jobson gave me a tip on writing the history
of our club. He was involved with the history of other yacht and sailing clubs. He pointed to some books, including the one about his club, The Story of the Annapolis Yacht Club. I read all of the ones he suggested. I
should say, with some degree of immodesty, that I like the direction of this project as all of the other ones are
pretty much a dry story of chronology from the founding through what happened next, and then what happened after that. Our tale is about interesting people, places, and things.

To represent cruising, there is none better than honorary member Pam
Wall. Like Gary, Pam has spoken to our members before and after the
following presentation on January 12, 2012. My programs article in
the Inlet/Outlet began like this:
Boatbuilder, sailor, teacher, consultant, worldwide navigator Pam has
done it all. When she is not at sea, she is imparting a life’s worth of
knowledge about the sea to others. Pam, together with her late husband
Andy, built their own Freya 39, Kandarik. They then proceeded to sail
her around the world, along with their two children. The voyage took
place during the years 1985 to 1991.
Pam grew up on the inland waters of Lake Michigan, far from the seven seas. However, it was a sailing family, so she learned the mariner’s
art right from birth. After college at the University of Wisconsin, she
headed for south Florida and year-round sailing. Her timing was excellent as she arrived in Ft. Lauderdale at the start of the building and sailing boom. Pam and Andy met in Ft. Lauderdale and began a truly unusually adventurous life together. It’s not every woman who can say she
had her honeymoon aboard a tiny thirty-foot sloop crossing the Atlantic

Pam Wall
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from Ft. Lauderdale to England! Yet, Pam recalls this first passage across an ocean as “the happiest time of
my life!” The couple spent three years sailing around Europe, and then the two sailed back across the Atlantic
Ocean to build a new larger boat and a crew to sail with them! “It took us ten years to build a Freya 39 sloop,
Kandarik, and two wonderful crew members, Samantha and James!”
Pam thrilled us with Circumnavigation, How We Circled the Globe. In her own words, this is how that sixyear saga happened. How many people think, at one time or another, "I wish I could sail around the world on
my boat?" I have been one of those dreamers since I was a little girl growing up in a suburb of Chicago.
Through hard work, finding the most wonderful man to be my husband, and having the joy of bringing two
wonderful children into this world, I was able to make this dream come true.
In 1985, with the boat we built from scratch, we hauled our anchor and began the
most amazing adventure anyone could imagine. With no schedule, except the seasons of the year, we took 6½ years to sail Kandarik around the world. There is nothing in this whole wide world better than having a crew of your children! The four of
us on board became a determined team to sail around the world efficiently, safely,
and have a boatload of fun while we were at it!
Heading out from Fort Lauderdale, our route took us across the Caribbean Sea to
Panama. Leaving the land in Central America, we set sail to cross the vast Pacific.
We made our first port of call in the Galapagos Islands. The first long layover was
the year we spent in French Polynesia. Hard as it was to leave, we had other exotic
islands to explore. Samoa and Tonga were the next locations where we dropped our
S/V Kandarik
hook. New Zealand, Fiji, and New Caledonia were waypoints that needed our careful inspection. These islands were stop-overs on our plan to spend some real quality time in Australia. Andy
is from the continent “down under.” So, we took another year to do Australia right. Continuing our trek, we
sailed up through the Torres Straits to Christmas Island and then to Indonesia. Next was the long haul across
the vast Indian Ocean to the Chagos Archipelago. Then on to the Comoros islands, Madagascar, South Africa,
and up the South Atlantic to St. Helena and Ascension Island. The last ocean crossing found us in Trinidad,
the West Indies, and back through our beloved Bahamas. The voyage was finally over when we arrived in
Port Everglades from whence we departed many years ago!
Our children were full working crew members the entire circumnavigation,
taking steering watches, two hours on and six hours off, all the way around our
globe. They not only took watches but were the team working with their
mother and father to cook, clean, maintain, navigate, and enjoy life at sea and
in port. We were as close a family as any family could be with the added value of a great working crew!! How lucky we all were.
When I think back on our wonderful voyage around the world, the best part of
“Home” for the holidays
all was living, working, and enjoying our family as we met so many wonderful
people in every country we visited. The places we anchored were unique, and there is no way I can say we
had a favorite. We used to say as we sadly left a place we grew to love, "Our favorite place was the one we
just left!"
How can I tell anyone, in a nutshell, what a fabulous life we had aboard a gallant vessel, with a superb Captain, and a crew that not only worked together but loved and enjoyed each other's company? It truly was a
dream come true.
Upon returning to Florida from the circumnavigation, Pam began a career with West Marine. Here she be210

came the “go-to” person for anything to do with sailing, cruising, outfitting, and presenting lectures. Pam has
helped so many people. Her knowledge of sailing and foreign countries, her passion for the right equipment
while outfitting yachts, and her wonderful enthusiasm for helping others gain knowledge and confidence is
what Pam has done for the sailing community, not only in South Florida but in every harbor around the world!

We arrive at the third speaker, Robert N. Macomber, in a section of this yarn called “The lore of the sea.”
Well, that title is far too broad, so we will have to trim sails a bit. The topic of one of his HISC presentation
was the story of grog. Bob himself is a font of ocean knowledge and those who go down to the sea in ships. I
have known him for 15 years now at the time of this writing. In the order of importance, he is a decent human
being, a teacher of history, an award-winning author, and a frequent
lecturer.

Mr. Macomber was the speaker at the general meeting in June of 2011.
He is most widely known for his naval historical fiction concerning Peter Wake. Peter starts his career as a young naval officer in the Union
Navy stationed on the coast of Florida in the American Civil War. The
arc of Wake’s career is the subject of a series of books referred to as the
“Honor Series.” Currently, Bob has published 15 books in the series,
but it is far from finished.
As you might suspect, he is quite knowledgeable about naval history.
What you might not know is Bob comes from a sailing background. He
lives on Pine Island, just to the northeast of Sanibel Island. He has
raced, cruised, and day-sailed from early childhood and continues until
this very day. With a lifetime of offshore sailing experience, Mr. Macomber understands the sea, ships, and the men who sail them. As
many of you know, Pat and I had a long-term charter arrangement such
that we sailed a Catalina 309 out of Naples. Thus, I am very familiar
with the waters, which are the setting for the Honor Series.

Robert Macomber

Given the fact that there are so many topics that HISC members could relate to, it was hard to choose one for
the June 2011 General Meeting. However, moving onward and upward, I proclaimed, “your stalwart Program
Chairman had to belly up to the bar and pick one, so I selected grog.”
He titled his presentation Grog--The most famous drink afloat. We enjoyed learning that evening about what
grog is, how it got its name, how to mix it, its crucial place in the sailor's life aboard ship, how it ended in the
United States Navy during the Civil War, and the Royal Navy in 1970, along with naval toasts from the U.S.,
Canadian, Confederate, and in Royal Navies. We can now hold our own in any salty sailor's tavern or pub in
the world! I ended my invitation with the words: “Did I forget to tell you that you will be sampling grog made
from Pusser’s rum during the toasts? Yes, I forgot to mention free drinks!”
As to grog, Bob explained that fresh drinking water was always at a premium aboard ocean-going ships, be
they merchant or naval vessels. Casks of water loaded at the port of embarkation soon spoiled due to algae
blooms, especially in the tropics. From ancient times sailors would pour wine, beer, gin, or anything they
could think of into the water to keep it from going foul. If you had to drink stinking water, the additives just
made it less bad tasting. In 1655 the rum ration was set at two pints per day and issued to the crew all at once.
Rather than treating the water, many of the lads saved up this daily allotment to drink when the mood moved
them. As one can imagine, this procedure frequently came into conflict with proper naval discipline.
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For the next eighty-five years, the Royal Navy drank their rum pure until one Admiral Edward Vernon got his
hands into the rum. Vernon had enough disciplinary trouble and decided, in 1740, that the ration was just too
much booze. He ordered that the daily rum issue be a half pint of rum mixed with one quart of water and distributed in two servings, before noon and after the end of the working day. The lads were none too pleased.
Vernon's nickname "Old Grog," attributed to his habitual wearing of a grogram coat, became the term of derision for the beverage. The drink spread to other navies of the 18th century, including the new U.S. Navy. The
practice continued in the American fleet until September 1862, when Secretary of the Navy Gideon Welles
ended it. British sailors got a reprieve. They continued to get their grog ration until 1970 when the Limeys too
went dry.

Toast, but not at HISC

It was about this time that our band of sailors was getting a tad twitchy waiting
for the promised rum. Have I told you that we HISC members “drinks a bit?”
Robert instructed us that if we were going to sample the King’s libation, that
would be Pusser’s Rum, we had to learn the daily toasts. Thus, he explained
that every day of the week has a special toast, and we had to get it right. For
example, the toast on Monday is “To our ships at sea.” Friday is “A willing
foe and sea-room.” But the best one of all is Saturday. It is a responsive reading. "To our wives and sweethearts." And then comes the rejoinder: "May
they never meet!"

Thus schooled, the rum was issued, the toasting began, and all hands felt considerably saltier than when they
arrived.
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Teller: Bob & The Tribune of Nassau, Bahamas
Marsh Harbor Hurricane Account
When this story was first posted to the HISC website in the History area, it was not history, but current events.
But to you, my reader in 2071, it is indeed history.
The Tribune (of Nassau, Bahamas) sent a couple of reporters to Marsh Harbor
ahead of the arrival of Hurricane Dorian. Their firsthand account was published in today’s edition (09/06/19). This story is Copyright by The Tribune.
We have their permission to reproduce their copy in its entirety.
They went in thinking they were well prepared for Hurricane Dorian - but it
turned into a week of hell for the reporting team from The Tribune, trapped inside Abaco first through the passage of the deadly storm itself and then trying
Rolle & Carey
to find a way out of an island cut off from the outside world. Reporter Rashad
Rolle relives his experience inside an island affected by death, destruction, looting, and people trying to find
a way to get through the storm. With photographs and video by Terrel W Carey.
It took little more than an hour for vast swathes of Abaco to be destroyed. That's how long the most ferocious part of Hurricane Dorian blasted the island, tearing down buildings, sending storm surges across the
island and killing many of the inhabitants. The Tribune's team - myself and photographer Terrel W Carey
Sr - had arrived on Friday ahead of the storm, and we thought we were prepared for the worst. We weren't.
No one could be.

Abaco Beach Resort

We arrived with essential supplies, batteries and back-ups, and with accommodation booked in the Abaco Beach Resort - whose general manager expressed complete confidence that it was utterly prepared. He said there was
a detailed plan for how to cope with the storm - guests would stay in their
rooms, and if the storm reached category three, they would be invited to stay
in the Below Deck area, a spacious area with sturdy steel shutters. This
storm reached category five, ripping those shutters off and leaving guests
watching in fear as windows bulged inwards ready to burst.

We arrived to find a resort full of experts, insurance assessors, foreign media
and high-ranking members of the community, staying at what is regarded as the top hotel in Abaco. At first,
it was quiet - with the approaching storm missing its estimated arrival time. I stood outside my room,
watching the sky and thinking it was going to amount to nothing. But things changed as it began to pick up
intensity. At about 9am, you could hear the sounds of the winds swirling. Peeking out through the canvas
covering the balcony outside our room, we could see trees beginning to twist and bend, and the waves beginning to pick up. The sky grew dark. There was no blue. There was no sun. My photographer partner,
Terrel, called it unreal. We were in room 205, counting the time as the storm built up. I spent the time on
my phone and my laptop, keeping up to date with the progress of the storm and
messaging people back home. An hour later, we began to see signs that our
setting was truly getting out of control.
Rain and leaves began to blast through the crevices of the hotel room and the
bathroom doors. The wind was louder than ever. It sounded like the moment a
vacuum is turned on, swirling all around you. At this point, the winds were
more than 200mph in gusts, we later learned. The canvas outside the room was

Dorian’s fury
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flapping uncontrollably - by this point when we looked out all you could see was gray, with occasional
glimpses of trees bending under the force of the storm.

Then came more water. We were on the second of four floors in the building
and suddenly water was seeping in under the door. We grabbed towels and
tried to block the flow, but it just kept coming. At the same time, water started dripping from the light fixtures throughout the room. Water even started
dripping down the wall. The fire alarm went off - and that's when we got
scared, worrying if something was on fire. We feared it was a message to
evacuate the building - but in the middle of a category five hurricane, we
were unsure whether we should leave the room or not. Even so, at this point,
Navigating the flood
with electricity still on, we began to fear we could get electrocuted. I pulled
out the plugs from the television and the refrigerator. A fellow guest later told us that he was watching Darold Miller on the television during the storm and sparks began to fly from it and he had to put out the fire.
Another hour later, we lost all communication through BTC. That was the last our colleagues would hear
from us directly in days.
In the middle of it all, there was a sudden loud bang - peeping through the hole
in the door, we could see the metal railing outside broken and lying on the
walkway. These were solid metal poles snapped by the sheer power of the
wind. We began to imagine the worst if we had to leave the room, seeing what
the storm had done to metal and picturing what it could do to us. By then, the
water inside the room was continuing to get higher and higher. It seemed like
every time you turned water was spewing from some new spot. I was sitting
During the eye of the storm
on my bed wondering what we were going to do when I saw sunlight. I
thought this was the moment to make an escape so I opened the door and it was catastrophic what I saw.
To the right of me, the roof by the stairway had fallen in on top of the downed railing, so there was wooden
debris stacked up upon one another mostly blocking the entrance up the stairs and out to that part of the
complex. To the left of me were the people coming out of their rooms, dressed in short pants and the most
casual clothing, fumbling with their belongings in tow. At that point, it wasn't clear to me that any of them
knew where they were going to go.
A family trying to make their way through waters to get to shelter. I remember grabbing our belongings and going around the back of the resort complex
when I saw a fellow news colleague who told me he was just coming to get
us as they had made their escape just a little earlier.
It was frantic. People were panicking. I saw Edison Key, former Central
and South Abaco MP, slowly walking to the designated safety spot at the
Below Decks area. A reporter from an ABC affiliate was talking to her
bosses on a satellite phone, telling them what she saw was horrible and the
Getting to shelter
worst thing she had ever experienced. This was the eye of the storm - and
everyone knew that we only had a limited time before the hurricane would resume just as strong. Even so,
from the destruction that we saw during the calm of the eye, it was clear that Abaco had suffered devastating
amounts of damage. The island was drastically changed, with flooding everywhere and buildings ripped
apart by the storm. Even the resort itself - said to be capable of surviving the worst - had parts of its roof,
doors and windows ripped off. We went out to the entrance area and, while stunned by the flooding, we
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heard people screaming "help" in the distance. That was the first really traumatizing moment for me. We
could see in the distance a group - perhaps a family - clinging on a branch of a tree and screaming for assistance.
Someone with us started waving and shouting at them, "How many?". A distant voice shouted back "Five".
That prompted a mad dash to get kayaks said to be at the back of the resort but we were unable to get them.
We heard later that someone else had come to rescue them - but we never verified this and it was a sign of
the impact of the storm. Then came the refugees - people from the neighboring Regattas complex seeking
shelter after their own structure had collapsed. They came wading through chest high water to get to safety.
There was a family including a woman carrying a three-month-old baby through debris. There was a woman walking with an elderly blind man. There was also a masseuse carrying her pet dog.
Along with them, we were urged by the manager to seek shelter in the Below Deck area - but the masseuse
expressed concern that it was on the ground floor and facing the direction the storm would be coming back
from. We argued frantically over what to do - and decided to head back upstairs. We grabbed our belongings and went to a room of a Reuters photographer on the second floor and sought shelter.
Later, we learned that the shutters at Below Deck had been ripped off by the
storm, and guests described the window warping inwards like a bow and how
they feared it would shatter at any moment. Terrel decided to wait the storm
out in our old room, while I joined media colleagues Theodore Elliot and
Meeko Bert from Eyewitness New and the masseuse. The eye was passing - so
we set about securing the room. We tied a rope around the canvas to secure it
and piled furniture up against the glass doors. The masseuse told us her experiAftermath of Dorian
ence at Regattas, which made us a lot more worried. She did not believe the
room would hold up and I was genuinely afraid at this point. Again, some water began to come into the
room and I was sitting there wondering what was going to happen, hearing the wind howl and hearing loud
clashing sounds outside. The sounds were so loud we wondered if they were the yachts from the shore
crashing inland. I sat there in fear that at any moment the canvas would pop off as it had done in other
rooms and the glass door would break, the room would be compromised and we would have to make a run
for it.
I sat on the floor zoning out. People were talking around me but I was unable to take it in. I spent some of
that time on the floor wondering if I would be able to function properly in an escape. As I was playing it in
my mind, I was worried that if the room was compromised, I wouldn't be able to react quickly enough to do
what was needed to survive.
There came a moment, though - about two hours in to this second blast - when we
collectively felt that if we had come through this so far, then we were going to make
it. And make it we did. The storm died down slightly and we ventured out when
Terrel knocked on the door. When we came out, the scene was even more apocalyptic than it had been before. All the cars sustained significant damage, their windows
blown open, with the debris that had flown in. Even more trees had toppled. Even
more of the roof had come off.
Eventually, we came out and tried to make contact with the outside world. After
that, we returned to our rooms and slept as best we could with the sound of the ongoing storm raging on around us. My God, I thought, this was a long storm. But we
had survived.
Rescue
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Aftermath: Day 1
Morning came with a mixture of relief and dread at what we might find. We
walked around the compound to see the impact. Our rental car was destroyed. The windows were broken into and the engine was seized up. Each
of us separated to look around. Everywhere I could see was destruction. It
was like what I had seen during the eye times five.

Morning comes

Terrel went walking to the government complex - about 45 minutes away to see if there was a route through. He came back for me later, having injured his foot on a nail but having found a path to the complex.

He had seen the aftermath of people looting. Stores were empty - and he had seen a man loading a Yamaha
engine for a boat onto a dolly. When challenged on why he was taking it, he said "Because I found it.” Just
behind him, there was a group of men carrying a bright yellow motorbike from the Yamaha store. The steel
door of a clothing store was beaten down and everything inside had been taken. It was the start of a great
deal of looting to come in the following days.
We decided to relocate to the government complex. It turned out to be a bad decision. The walk felt like we
were in a post-apocalyptic movie. Everything was unrecognizable. Debris was strewn across the road. The
road was obstructed, with cars, yachts, glass, downed power lines. We had to go through houses and businesses to find our way through. It was a treacherous journey - walking on debris, keeping your eyes down
so you didn't step on a nail, walking through people's houses and climbing over appliances. It was raining.
The wind was heavy.

I wrapped my bag in a big plastic bag and taped it heavily and that made navigating even more difficult. I waded through water with my suitcase in one
hand and a bag of noodles in the other. At one point, we saw a man coming the
other way with a raincoat on and carrying a shotgun. He didn't even
acknowledge us as he walked by. We passed Commonwealth Bank with its
interior gone - the only thing left standing being its safe. Family Guardian's
building was destroyed, and the Conch Inn - originally recommended to us as a
place to say - was reduced to rubble on the ground. There was a dog sitting on
BTC's roof. One of the most striking scenes was a yacht inland with a truck
completely inside it as if it was parked there.

Devastation

Eventually, I saw a car driving in the distance. As we got closer, we saw it was a law enforcement vehicle
and defense force officers were getting supplies and putting them in the back of a truck. We asked them to
give us a ride.
They took us the rest of the way to the government complex - where we walked into a scene of chaos. It
was filled with people, distressed and seeking refuge. It included a lot of Haitians and other residents from
The Mudd area which was completely wiped out by the storm.
We went straight to the command centre - where we found Foreign Affairs Minister Darren Henfield. As
soon as we walked in, we heard a police officer telling the story of a man he found dead on a tree, who he
couldn't get down because rigor mortis had already set in and his hands were gripped tight to the tree. We
quickly realized that coming here had been a mistake. There was nowhere to rest. It was filled with people.
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Around us, we heard the stories of survivors. There was a firefighter who said
he had been trying to get through flood waters with his two daughters, but they
got pulled away from him, unable to swim. A woman walked by screaming
because her 21-year-old daughter had died in The Mudd. An official who had
gone into The Mudd ahead of the storm to urge people to evacuate - Pastor
Wilson Isnord later told us that everyone there had a story of losing someone.
As we walked through the halls, you could hear people recounting stories. You
could hear them talking about how their roof fell off, about how this one got
swept away, about how that one got left behind.

Sailboat

Kevin Altidor, a professional basketball player in Europe, was also in the complex and he said his nephew,
Brenden Dion Altidor, spent the hurricane on a tree, where he had been placed by his stepfather who went
back to save more - and did not return. He also had a few friends who died in a church nearby, and he knew
several people who waited out the monster storm in bushes. When he went to the Pigeon Peas to look for
his clothes, he found a stack of about nine high-powered guns and alerted the police. One man - whose
pregnant wife lost her mother in the storm - said the water in the Pigeon Peas area had gone from three feet
to 30 feet in less than five minutes. Exhausted, we tried to find somewhere in the complex to sleep, and
were given a spot in the cashier’s cage in the Road Traffic Department without electricity where we spent a
restless, uncomfortable night. By that time, we were delirious, and got through the night the best we could.
Aftermath, day 2
The next day, we started to venture out. We headed to an
Aliv store in the hope of getting communication out. We rode
along with police, who took diesel to the store to try to refuel
the generator. We rode in the bucket of a tractor being driven
by police across debris to the store.

Smashed cars

Even as we were driving, we saw people coming with trolleys
full of items; sodas, Gatorades, liquor, hot patties, everything
you can imagine. We came to an area where there were cars
on the roads and there were lots of people. It was the Save-ALot warehouse and people had bored a hole through the wall

and were looting.
There were people walking through water with trolleys, there was a man on a door he had turned into a canoe with a stick in his hand pushing himself on. They were all going to the store. The whole place was chaotic. Looting had become a way of life.
After we came away from the Aliv store, we went to see The Mudd. As we walked toward the Mudd, we
saw a family reunite. It was a very emotional moment. Theirs was a surprise reunion. One half of the family had stayed at the hotel with us and had been going back and forth looking for the other half. They had
been going back and forth in a truck when they saw them and it was a heartrending reunion. One woman
was pouring with tears as she hugged her missing relatives. She was talking and crying so much about how
she was convinced she would never see them again.
We continued to The Mudd. We had been told it and the Pigeon Peas were gone, but we hadn't seen it for
ourselves until now. It was just rubble. You could see a couple of dead dogs right away. We saw people
trying to make their way through the rubble, they told us to come and see a dead body. That was the first
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dead body we saw. It was a woman, covered with wood and debris, swelling up from the water. It remained
there.
We left to go to a church where we were told there were dead bodies. It was an unfinished Seventh-Day
Adventist Church. Pastor Isnord told us later that eight people had gone into that building, evacuated during
the storm, and the roof collapsed on them. We saw three bodies, but it was unclear if the other five people
made it out. I saw one body of a man, whose leg was bent up to his nose, while his blood was almost purple. It was beyond horrible.
A second body of a man was turned on its belly and you could see the stones of the roof on top of him. I didn't see the third myself - there's only so much you can take seeing dead bodies up close, especially in that
kind of undignified environment. We returned to the complex, where we remained for the rest of the day.
Aftermath, day 3
We had enough. We were still in the government complex, but living conditions were deteriorating. People
had to pee in cups or use bushes as toilets. One official warned to wash feet well because people were urinating or excreting on the floor. Top government officials on the island did the best they could to maintain
some order.
At last, however, there were signs of people coming to our aid. Helicopters were flying over every five
minutes. Supplies and food were brought in, with an aid group from California also aiming to bring in doctors and resources to help people.
As we came out of the area we had been sleeping in, there was a woman having a medical event - thought to
be a diabetes-related problem. We later found out that she had died. At least four people died at the government complex.
We left the complex and headed to the Marsh Harbour Clinic. It was full of
people. It had turned into both a shelter and a clinic. People were sleeping
inside - there were mattresses in the clinic. It seemed even more packed
than the government complex. It had a terrible smell.
Again, we heard more stories from people about their traumatic experiences.
One man with an injury to his leg broke down in tears as he told us what he
had gone through. Another man, Captain Brian Adderley, sustained an injuMarsh Harbour Clinic
ry to his foot while swimming from Boat Harbour Marina on Bay Street to
Dove Plaza on Don McKay Blvd, where he helped Dr George Charite escape rising water.
A nurse said she had initially stayed at the Abaco Central Primary School shelter but the roof came off. She
began praying to God to save her. She said she told God "Save me, I will work as hard as I can to save everyone else." She had already been working three days straight when we met her, and she cried as we interviewed her. She told us how she had vomited the night before because she wasn't getting enough food.
There were not many medics at the clinic, but the ones who were worked extraordinarily hard. Some of them cried when a helicopter came to relocate
them to New Providence because they didn't want to be separated.
An American man who had stayed at the hotel with us - a storm chaser - made
his way to the government complex and he began asking us how he could get
out of the country. He pulled out his passport and asked who he could show it
Emotional scenes
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to, emphasizing that he was an American citizen. When the Coast Guard arrived, he tried to get a ride with
them but was told only the sick were the priority.
We also met Lashan McIntosh, the mother of Lachino McIntosh, the eight-year
-old boy whose death in the storm The Tribune reported on Wednesday. She
was hysterical - not just following her son's death, but because she had brought
her daughter to the clinic for treatment and she said she was desperate not to
lose another child.
By this time, a path had been cleared back to Abaco Beach Resort, where we
returned to get additional belongings, then came back to the clinic. We wanted
to get off the island - and started asking about ways to find a way to leave. We
heard that the Sandy Point airport was open. It was an hour's drive and we
were able to go with media colleagues. We decided to take the chance. The
further south we went, the less damage we saw. At some point, trees were intact, and we encountered areas that weren't hit as badly by the storm.
Lashan McIntosh
We got to the airport and begged Southern Air pilots for a ride. They wanted
to help us but because it was a paid charter they couldn't. The pilots were getting concerned by the fact that
the people they brought to the island were taking so long to come back. At one point they told us yes, we
could get on the plane. We were so excited. But they didn't immediately leave and eventually the headlights of the government staff who chartered the plane were returning, and they told us sorry, we couldn't go.

That was a new low. We were distressed. We were disappointed. We did not know if we were going to
stay or what we would do. We were an hour away from Marsh Harbour. It was night. Mosquitos were out
in full force. Our misery and anger reached a peak. But media colleagues there alongside us for the journey
came to our aid again and we were able to spend a night at a nearby motel.
Aftermath, day 4
Our final day was a day of frustration. We returned to the Sandy Point airport only to find that flights were
no longer available because pilots had reportedly been told by NEMA they had to stop their charters. Planes
were coming in bringing relief supplies - as well as taking people, but at this stage people were coming in
despite NEMA's orders. We had expected a plane to come in but it didn't arrive. It was a day of despair and
anger as we sat and waited, trying to find a way out.
More and more people kept arriving at the airport, trying to find a way off the island. Finally, we had a
chance to get on board a plane. We held in our excitement until the plane was in the air. But at last we took
off. At least we were safe. I was exhausted. I could barely focus. And at last I slept. Behind us, Abaco was
destroyed. But unlike many, we were alive. We had a home to go to. So many others are not so fortunate.

219

Teller: Bob and Paul Chasse
Upgrade
Our history would not be complete without a telling of the changes to
our fleet. Members buy their first boat, people trade up to bigger
yachts, folks downsize for a variety of reasons, and we are always buying things to make our sailing vessels better. Because I am frankly
poor at mind-reading, I sat down with my good friend Paul Chasse and
listened while he spun the yarn about how he decided to make changes
to Cheerios, his Catalina 34. If the name of his sailboat sounds familiar
to you, it is perhaps because you read the story What’s in a Name. This
tale started to be the simple retelling of Paul’s purchase of some new
sails for his boat. But, as I sat in his dining room and heard him explain, a new and more universal saga began to emerge. Once the typing of the first draft began, a new name, Upgrade, seemed more fitting.
Paul’s Catalina 34 is not his first boat, far from it. He is the very
“poster child” for upgrade. Forty-six years ago, in 1974, a much
younger fellow bought a 12’ sailing dinghy. He and his then wife Marla had just purchased a modest house in
Fort Worth, Texas. Marla, who had two children from a prior marriage, worked in sales for an architectural
company. Upon learning that she had children, her prospective client said, “Ah, you have these two little kids.
You need to buy my sailboat.” Returning home, Marla exclaimed, “We’re going to buy a sailboat!”
Paul Chasse at the helm

After just having purchased a home, Paul was just a tad skeptical at the prospect of buying a “yacht.” But supportive gent that he was, he and the new “skipper” hopped in the car, drove across town and met the retired
army officer, the seller of this watercraft. Not only was this man the owner of the boat, but he was also the
builder of it too. Remember, they had just bought a house, and they were cash-short. To scrape up the
$400.00 price, they got a personal loan for three months. The deal consummated, Paul and Marla owned this
cat-rigged, centerboard dinghy, on its trailer. One hitch remained… Paul did not have a hitch. Like everything revolving around boating, they did not have a problem, they had a trailer hitch expense!
A glance at the map shows that their home was nowhere near the Gulf of Mexico. Fortunately, there was a
nearby lake. They could come home from work at 5:30 and be sailing by 6:00 PM. Living in Texas, sailing
was a year-round activity. However, business forced them to move from the sunny south to the plains of Indiana. No catboat sailing in the winter. If they had been near saltwater, they might have done “frostbiting,” but
this is the Midwest and water sailing, as opposed to iceboating, is a summertime activity. If the lack of sailing
weather was an issue, where to store the small boat was not. Their house had a ridiculously spacious garage
with room enough for two cars, a catboat, and the piles of junk that one needs for life in the suburbs.
Business forced another move in 1987—this time to Florida, where sailing is a year-round pastime. Life is all
about changes. The marriage came to an end, but as Paul explained it, it was an amicable arrangement. Marla
suggested that she would like to keep the sailboat. Paul said, “Well, OK, you keep the boat.” As a footnote to
this part of the tale, she never did do anything with the boat and sold it several years later.
Having caught the “sailing bug,” living near the water, and having a group of sailors as friends, he started to
talk about sailing. As luck would have it, Paul’s friend Wayne bought a small, 23’ sailboat, which he kept in
Biscayne Bay. It was a tight little craft with a small cabin, including a head, and powered by an outboard motor. One day, out of the blue, Wayne called up Paul and said, “I have decided to sell my boat.” He bought a
220

used Hunter 31. Best of all, the new-to-Wayne Hunter docked in Boca Raton a short distance from where Paul
lived. Just as he had done in Texas, Paul could come home from work in the afternoon and be on the water a
short time afterward. Sailing was now a part of Paul; it is in your blood, as I have noted many times in these
stories. When Wayne had to move away in 1996, he left the boat under, as Paul put it, “my supervision.” Sadly, work-related travel meant he could not use it as much as he would have liked. Paul had joined the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club just around the time Wayne left the area. The Hunter was “for sale,” but it did not sell
until the winter of 1998. You can now see the scene. Paul is a club member, had access to a 31’ sailboat, and
has a case of “sailing fever.” And the boat is gone! What can our boy do?
I am sure you guessed it. Paul had a small investment in a mutual fund that
had recently done very well. He said to himself, “self, I’m going to cash that
in and buy a sailboat.” He started looking around. Before long, a list of desired features became apparent. “I needed a head, a galley, and a place to
sleep.” Paul had help in making his selection from a yacht broker in Coconut
Grove. One day, the broker called up and said, “I have this boat, and I think
you should take a look at it.” It was a C&C 30, but when Paul went aboard, he
did not like it. Being a good salesman, the broker said, “why don’t we drive
down to the Keys, and I have a Catalina 27 I know you would like in Key Largo.” It was late in the day, so Paul agreed that they would meet dockside on
Saturday. By understanding Paul’s wants and desires, the salesman precisely
hit the mark.
It was love at first sight. The boat was right, the price was right! Paul asked if
he could take the next step, sea trials. The buying process began to pick up
S/V Cheerios the C – 27
speed. The 27 was a joy to sail. It had all of the features he wanted in his new
sailboat. Money dropped on the barrelhead and the boat was his. One curious detail was the name on the transom, “Cheerios.” First, it looked like it would be hard to remove. Second, I have explained in the story
What’s in a Name why Cheerios has such significant meaning to Captain Chasse. Paul is now the proud owner
of the S/V Cheerios. Imagine standing at the dock next to Paul that day. Picture how this scene was an upgrade from the 12’ sailing dinghy and being the caretaker of the Hunter. How would you have felt?
On Christmas weekend, 1998, with the help of his good friend Jerry Ludeman, the good ship Cheerios was
made ready for the voyage back to the southeast coast of Florida. Fueled, stocked with provisions, dropped the
lines, hand on the tiller, and we took her under power on the “inside route north. It was a grand tour around
the tip of the state and destined for safe harbor at Dinner Key in Miami. The next morning dawned gray and
foggy. However, the adventurers wanted to head out into the open ocean, so that is what they did. Heading
northeast out of Biscayne Bay, Paul laid a course for Boca Raton, his home port.
For the next few years, this sailboat served as a day-sailer, a small
cruiser, and a pretty competitive racer. The racing results, Paul explains, were due to his next-door neighbor, Michael Gould. Mike was
very finicky about sail trim. He would not leave well enough alone.
“tighten up, fall off, let her run,” Mike would command during the
whole race. Every time he was aboard, Cheerios finished in the money. There was just one small detail that got under the owner’s skin.
Paul could not stand up in the cabin. And, to scratch that itch, he knew
it was time, once again, to upgrade.
Brenda Duvall’s picture as Cheerios
passes in the Hospice Regatta

The search was simple this time because his experience with Cheerios
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was so positive. Paul decided it was going to a bigger Catalina. The company made it easy because the Catalina website had a section devoted to Catalinas for sale. Quickly he zeroed in on a Catalina 34 located in Punta
Gorda, a harbor on the west coast of Florida not far from Fort Myers. The owner was a pilot for United Airlines who lived half of the year in Colorado and the other half in Florida. When he was in the Rockies, the 34
was on a lift and out of the water. Although the boat was nine years old, it was like new, mint condition. For
the second time, Paul needed to bring his new toy home. This time he called on his racing crew, Michael, to
join him and sail it back to Boca. This voyage took a bit longer than the float-plan had documented as they got
weathered in at one point and decided to hang out with other HISC members they met in Marathon. It was a
ten-day trip overall. A small footnote to the purchase of the new Cheerios, Paul had not yet sold the original
Cheerios at the time he bought the new one. However, the old one sold while he was sailing the latest Cheerios around the tip of Florida.
The Catalina 34 did get some repairs and upgrades during the years 2003 to 2019. Cheerios got a new mainsail sometime in the first three years. Paul could not remember the exact year. I stand in awe of his memory
as I could not remember dates of changes to my boats over the fifty years I have owned sailboats. The jib was
almost new when Paul bought Cheerios. Although relatively heavy, it became the jib of choice. He added a
150% Genoa a few years later. John Antweiler had a spare asymmetrical spinnaker to add to the sail inventory. For very short money, he had a wonderful broad-reaching head-sail complete with a sock for simple setting and lowering. These four sails would serve him well for sixteen years.
The upgrades to the interior were minor. The cabin table frustrated CPT Paul as it was always in the way.
One day, he had enough! That hunk of wood and plastic was tossed in the car and driven home where it sits to
this day. A small folding table would serve when you just needed a table when cruising. When not in use, this
item stores flat in the quarterberth. To make sleeping aboard more comfortable, a “topper” found its way to
the V-berth.
The skipper has another role as the chief engineer. Over the years, he has learned to maintain the diesel power
plant on board. As of this writing, it has over 2,600 hours. Concerning engine life, this auxiliary motor is not
yet a “teenager.” It only requires cooling system flushes, filter changes, and a regular change of oil. If you
stay on top of small metal items, like electrical connectors, you can successfully defeat the corrosive nature of
salt air. There is no such thing as a life-time marine battery, but regular replacement goes a long way to giving
trouble-free electrical energy.
In 2018, focus returned to the sails. Some thought centered on that heavy 135% genny. Maybe a headsail replacement would be a good idea. As that idea percolated in Paul’s mind, a grand upgrade started to take form.
He could see it now. What about a bigger boat? Who among us has not had this dream? The vision of a
Beneteau 41 swam in to occupy his brain. Lots of room, an in-mast furling main, two staterooms below, images like that can be beckoning and dangerous to one’s wallet. However, the 2018 incarnation of Paul Chasse
has matured and moved far from the fellow who said, “what the hell” and bought the 12’ sailing dinghy.
Lovely as the Beneteau dream was, it was just that, a dream. Even a used one was financially unrealistic.
Back to the drawing board, back to the sails.
The jib was a definite candidate for replacement. That was a given. The thing about the main was the issues
of dropping it when you were all alone sailing solo. It would not fall into the sail pack. Tides Marine makes a
fitting for the mast that they call “SailTrack.” I know, because I had the same system on my boat. This track
with the attendant sliders would permit the main to fall neatly into the Doyle “StackPack.” Early in 2018, Paul
went around to sailmakers with whom he had dealt in the past. “I want a good performing cruising sail,” was
his request. His checklist also included the need for excellent racing performance too. Not that Cheerios races
much, but when she does, her owner wants her to be “competitive.”
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With one proposal in hand, the next stop was North Sails. Paul met with Mike Toppa, their sales manager.
Not only is Mike in sales, but he is also a lifelong sailor himself. Because of North’s success, Mr. Toppa is
finding himself on the road, and away from home, a good deal of the time fitting new sails on “mega-yachts”
in the Caribbean. Being a first-class salesman, Mike explained that you should take a good look at our 3Di
OCEANtm polyester molded sails. Note at the time the product was named 3Di NORDACtm. Paul, who has
been in sales all his life, recognized a good “pitch” when he saw one. Upon hearing about how long Cheerios
had been sporting her weighty genoa, Mike explained how durability was a hallmark of polyester fabric. “That
was very important to me,” Paul said. As if to pile-on, Mike suggested that if you keep the boat for another ten
years, the North product will keep its shape.
The more Paul considered both proposals, the more he leaned in the
direction of the 3Di OCEANtm sail. Mind you, the competitive bid was
cheaper, but Mike Toppa’s price was only 20% more. The decision
made, Mike came out and spent the whole morning taking measurements. He was meticulous; one might even say persnickety. Mike
inspected every inch of the rig, took careful notes, and explained everything in great detail. North got the order in February of 2018. Here is
where the process got interesting. Mike opened up his computer, made
a few entries, and announced that the new sails would arrive on Tuesday, May 15th. That was impressive! And sure enough, the sails, made
in Indonesia, arrived dockside on that day. They were ready to install
complete with the runners for SailTrack.
Installation went smoothly, but Mike took offense seeing the Doyle
logo on the sail pack. Realizing that they would have to add about four
inches to the bottom of the bag, as the polyester does not fold as flat as
Dacron does, North took this opportunity to “fix” the undesirable logo.
Flipe’s drone shot © North Sails
That never happened and will cause issues later. In fitting the main,
Mike noticed that the top batten pocket was hitting the backstay. With
their attention to detail, they adjusted the pocket such that it cleared, by trimming the leach of the sail. This
meant taking it back to the shop, fixing the leach, and reinstalling the main. The cut of the jib was an upgrade
too. With the old genny, you could never trim the sail inside of the bow pulpit. With the new one, you can.
At this point in our tale, we have finished the upgrade story. It is complete. However, the reason I asked Paul
to tell his upgrade story, rather than any other HISC member, will now be explained. Early in 2019, I got a
call from Paul. “How would you like to be at the helm of Cheerios for a professional advertising photoshoot?”
Would I? That’s a silly question. Of course, I would. Here is what happened. Mike Toppa rang up Paul and
said North corporate would like to do some advertising of the 3Di OCEANtm sails. Marketing would like to
reach a new market for the polyester molded product. The past focus was the highly competitive “worldclass” racers with very, very deep pockets. North has done well with them, but there are so few of them that
the company must reach the middle of the market. The Catalina 34 is perfect. Are you willing to have a camera crew spend a day aboard and get it done? Paul said he was OK with that, so the company wheels began to
turn.
Managing the project was the North office in Rhode Island. Patrick McAree, Global Art Director, took charge
of the project. His first call was to request pictures of Cheerios. There were plenty of fine ones, including a
favorite, a photo from the 2004 Hospice Regatta showing the boat with her blue and white spinnaker flying.
That is the picture Brenda took shown on an earlier page. Patrick loved the pictures, so he established a schedule and set a date. It was Wednesday, May 8, 2019.
223

The day arrived. Winds were blowing from the east a tad less than 10 kts, very favorable off the east coast of
Florida. What was not so grand is that the sky was overcast, not the deep blue with puffy white fair-weather
clouds. Team Cheerios consisted of Peter Grimm, now a North Sails employee, CPT Chasse, who handled the
sheets, and your author with his hand on the wheel. Patrick McAree came down from North Sails’ headquarters to be the Commander in Chief. The film crew, led by Patrick, was aboard a center-console powerboat.
Lou Tomasiello, a friend of Paul’s and the owner of Intrepid, the speedy watercraft, did an excellent job following Patrick’s instructions. The cameraman, Flipe Juncadella, from Up Top Photography, LLC, had two
tools at his disposal: a digital single-lens reflex (dSLR), and a photo drone. Before heading out for the shoot,
Peter prepped the star of the show. There was no problem with removing the bimini. However, that big ugly
Doyle logo had to go. But what to do? Peter, and Paul managed to furl the pack, so it was under the boom
with the logo out of sight. Preparations complete, we cast off, headed down the Intracoastal, out Boca Inlet,
and set our sails in the open waters of the Atlantic Ocean.

During photo operations, Peter busied himself doing those little tweaks that make the sailboat both go faster
and show the sails off to their best advantage. In the five hours we were on the water, the team got over 4,000
pictures. With digital photography, “film” is cheap! Many of the shots came from the dSLR taken from Lou’s
boat, but the most spectacular images came from the drone. Notice what this little device can do. Flipe
claimed that if we wanted pictures taken below, he could navigate the drone down the companionway, take the
images, and return safely to the sky. We took a pass on that offer. Both Team North and Team Cheerios retired back to the dock tired, but exhilarated, from the ocean event. Hope was in the air for great pictures, and
that would lead to North Sails using Paul’s craft in national print advertising.
A few days after the outing, Paul got an e-mail message from Patrick
saying the images were excellent and attached six of them in high resolution to the electronic note. The picture on the previous page came
back as a 10-megabyte .jpg file. Shortly after that, the news came from
North Sails that they would indeed use the S/V Cheerios in nationally
distributed magazines. The first appearance came in October in Sail.
Cruising World quickly followed with the same ad a month later. CPT
Chasse passed around the magazines at HISC events that fall. I first
saw it in print at the Thursday men’s lunch group. It made the rounds
at the November General Meeting too. Everyone who saw the ad was
most impressed. We are reasonably sure that the image was a drone
shot, as the camera angle was such that it showed Cheerios from just
above the water looking up at the headsail. The ad has, more than likely, meant new sales for North Sails.
Ad featuring Cheerios
© North Sails
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Teller: Bob and John & Judy Antweiler
Sailing Social
In a sense, this whole project is all about tradition. But, in a narrower sense, a tradition is an event that persists over time. Any such happening that lasts for twenty
years or more, the circle raftup for example, becomes a tradition. The Sailing Social
certainly meets the test of time. It had its birth in 2001 due to the midwifery of
Commodore John Antweiler. In his first From the Helm article in March of that
year, the new Commodore explained his theme for the Commodore Year 2001. It
would be “Messing About in Boats.” One of the thematic events would be the Sailing Social. John announced the first one would be on June 16, 2001. The flyer
clearly stated that this is: “Not a race – not a cruise – just sailing for fun!
John penned (maybe “keyboarded” is a better word) the history of the Sailing Social
for this project. Before I write about some of the interesting highlights from John’s
Inlet/Outlet articles over the years, let John tell you about his baby. I started the
Sailing Social when I was Commodore in 2001. We scheduled four Saturdays that
Commodore John
year. The idea was to be “messing about in boats” other than cruising or racing. It
was to be a glorified day-sail. You could bring friends to sail, and you didn’t need the racing crew.
We would meet at the sea buoy at 3:00 PM and sail on a beam reach out and back several times picking up any
boat that didn’t make the bridge in time for the 3:00 PM meet. The rules were to sail close, two boat lengths
apart, and monitor channel 68 for instructions. We put the slowest boat first with the rest of the fleet sailing
just behind it and to leeward. This formation regulated the speeds of the sailboat to keep everyone together. A
beam reach gave everyone their best speed, and some boats that were assumed to be slow proved to be quite
fast. We usually sailed until about 5:00 PM. Then some boats
would go up to Lake Boca and raft up overnight for a cruising
point. It was a very flexible program and easy to do. People
took pictures, and a week later, you would get a nice image of
your boat.
I ran the Sailing Social for thirteen years. Alan Katz took over
after that. Somewhere along the way, the event went from four
per year to two, and now there is just one. There were many
interesting events during these sails. Once we arrived at the
bridge and decided it was too rough, so we all went to Lake Boca and partied. When Anita Garvey was Commodore, we tried
to make it a moonlight sail from Hillsboro Inlet to Boca Inlet. I
misjudged the moonrise, and we ended up in the dark with boats
trying to run the Boca Inlet, figuring which boat was where was
very hard. Thanks to Randy Tice’s good knowledge of the Inlet, we all survived.

“Messing About in Boats”

Another time we started with a threatening thunderstorm near
the Inlet. The prudent thing to do was to go out to sea. The
fleet sailed out to the northeast on a beam reach. The wind kept
veering to the right, and we sailed a huge circular course back
to the Inlet. No one trimmed a sail, and we never got wet!
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Once we announced a reverse course maneuver. As we came about to go the other way, I heard from Hal and
Mary Steward on Southern Breeze. Hal said to Mary, “you turned mighty close to Blue Runner.” Mary replied, “That’s how you do it when you are racing.” There is that “two boats on the ocean is a race and all
that…”
With that as an introduction, here are some of the take-aways from almost
twenty years of the Sailing Social. John scheduled the first-ever Sailing Social
for Saturday, June 16, 2001. Before the event, he suggested that the benefits of
this activity would be educational, get more members out on the water, and be
a “photo-op” to exchange pictures of your boat. At this point, I need to explain
my source materials. Everything I know about this event before I joined the
HISC in 2009, I learned from articles in the Inlet/Outlet (ION) and pictures in
the albums managed by Sharon Holland. There have been 29 Sailing Socials
since the inaugural one in 2001. Less than half got feature stories in the ION.
After the first draft of this story, John and Judy Antweiler performed what I
call Add/Delete/Change edits to my prose, context, and grammar. They made
many!
The first Sailing Social did indeed come off as planned that Saturday in June.
S/V Blue Runner
Eight of our boats sailed just offshore, and six of them returned to Lake Placid
for dinner. Half of the dinner fleet decamped for Lake Boca to score cruising points for an overnight. The
winds for the sailing part were a perfect ten-knot breeze. Since they were steady, our fleet paraded in tight formation. We scheduled the next event for October 14th, but sadly the November ION was mute as to whether it
came off as planned. Therefore, my first draft of this yarn stated: “By the time Darrel Richards took command in March 2002, there was no mention that another Sailing Social had taken place in the newsletter. Was
it going to be “one and done?” My readers have already had their “spoiler alert.” The beat goes on and will
go on for a score of years.” Like the cavalry riding to the rescue, the Antweilers filled in the gaps. There were
five more sails between the first one and the one I write about in the subsequent paragraph.
Next, Randy & Julie Tice filled in and organized a fine Sailing Social on October 26, 2002. They wrote about
it in the December issue of the newsletter. Here is what they wrote. While most of the weather and sea gods
were with us, the wind god was a no show. Flat seas, a bright Florida sunshine, four knots of breeze if you
give it the benefit of the doubt, were the conditions of the day. Joie de Vivre left Boca Inlet and headed for the
HI buoy off of Hillsboro Inlet. She was joined there by Pegasus and Maryah, who managed to make it out on
time. Eventually, Skedaddle, Relentless, and Highland Fling joined the “early” group. Sad to say, we had no
formation sailing that day. It was all that any of the boats could do to make it back to Boca Inlet before the
tide was too low for safe passage. Once safely back in Lake Boca, what would any self-respecting HISC
member do? Why raise the cocktail flag, of course. No one complained, and everyone at the raftup concluded
it was a “lovely day on the water.”
In the introduction, John noted the moon-less sail of June 14, 2003. It was a tad better than first explained.
Blue Runner met the fleet at 7:00 PM, as advertised. And, there was no moon to be seen, but with lights from
shore and aboard the 11 Club boats, there was no problem in maintaining echelon formation. In what had become standard operating procedure, and continues to this day, the boats line up in any order following the lead
boat. As they sail along on a beam reach, some boats naturally head to the front of the pack. Other boats fall
behind. After a bit of beautiful evening sail that night, the command is given over the VHF radio that we
should change direction 180°. After the execution of that instruction, the slowest boats are in the lead, and the
faster ones are far behind. The fleet started back to Boca Inlet and the raftup in Lake Boca. Moonrise was at
8:52, but cloud cover obscured this event. Finally, at 9:10 PM, the orb peeked out from behind the edge of a
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cloud, allowing the partying members a chance to howl at the moon. John had intended that there should be
more moonlit Sailing Socials, but this never came to pass.
I wish I could relate to you, gentle reader, that the Sailing Social was all smooth sailing, but, alas, I cannot.
We must now review what happened on Saturday, October 23, 2004. The day dawned gray and ominous. A
twenty-knot rain squall hit us right at 1500 next to the HI buoy. Team Blue Runner had to make some emergency repairs before they could even leave the dock. In the Inlet, they could only make two knots due to barnacles on the prop. With a ready-repair by diving overboard, they increased the hull speed to four knots but at
least made the rendezvous on time. Six boats that afternoon sailed under main alone. After a while, the wind
dropped to ten knots, and the rain abated. This change of conditions allowed the raising of the genoas. But the
weather forecast was not encouraging.
It was time to change course. Group leader, John Antweiler, instructed the fleet to head for Boca Inlet to beat
a weather system coming at us from the northeast. To add to our grief, we experienced strong southbound currents impeding our speed over the bottom. As we got closer to Boca Inlet, we watched one squall move inland
right over Lake Boca, and another one heading right for the fleet. The S/V Joe Friday, Carl Wehe’s Catalina
36 (renamed Glory Daze in 2006) reported 28 knots at the mouth of Boca Inlet. Two boats of the fleet turned
tail and headed back to Hillsboro Inlet. The rest rode out the squall and dashed into the safety of Lake Boca.
Later that afternoon, some of the boats that did not enter the inlet returned via the Intracoastal under power.
By dinner time, there were seven of our boats formed into a raftup. It rained, or just drizzled,
all afternoon and on into the evening. It was Paul Chasse’s birthday, so every person in our
meet-up met up in the cramped cabin of Cheerios for birthday cake, frozen yogurt, and champagne. The next morning a cold front had moved through, so Sunday dawned cool and dry.
Our star-crossed cruise had one last incident. After leaving the anchorage, Colin Whittaker
managed to fall, head first, through the forward hatch of Sempre Amantes. The large genoa
tumbled in after him. The crew got Colin upright, but he was in some pain. He wanted to get
his boat home, so John Antweiler came aboard to man Sempre Amantes, and Judy Antweiler
piloted Blue Runner back to the dock. Paramedics met Colin at his dock. All in all, it was an
“interesting” weekend of “Messing About in Boats.”

Paul Chasse

Bad weather plagued the Sailing Social both in 2005 and 2006. We just couldn’t get a break! June of 2005 was a morning of gloom, so leader John called
off the sailing part and proceeded directly to Lake Boca for the social part.
Some boats sailed regardless of the conditions. After all, we’re sailors, don’t
you know. The clouds broke in the evening, and everyone had a good time. In
October of 2005, a second Social was on the calendar, but the newsletter did
not report if it came off or not. We were to have a Sailing Social on October
28, 2006, and once again, our intrepid leader, John, reported that it was a
“foreboding day to venture forth on the water.” But, by the time they got to
Doing what sailor must...
the HI buoy at the appointed time, the wind was offshore, so there were no
waves. The sea was flat, the breeze was fresh, the air was cool, and the overcast skies produced no rain. Six
boats sailed, and one more joined them in Lake Boca. Cracker Jack had electric winch issues on her main, and
Aloha managed to get a palm frond jammed in her prop. Both issues were resolved with the application of
time in the case of Aloha and money in the case of Cracker Jack.
There may have been as many as three Sailing Socials in 2007, but only one appeared in the Inlet/Outlet. The
one in October saw the return of fair skies and excellent breezes. But, October of the next year had white caps
on the water pushed by SSE winds at a steady 20 knots and gusts even higher. Five brave crews faced Aeolus
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and got the better of him. As it happened, it was once again Paul
Chasse’s birthday, so the tradition continued onboard Cheerios. Everyone, even those boats that powered up the ICW, proclaimed the event a
success. 2009 found a record number of participants: ten boats, and two
dolphins. We proclaimed the marine mammals to be honorary HISC
members. Clear weather and strong ENE winds reduced the 2010 sailing fleet to four boats.

S/V Endurance

As long as John wrote full-page articles for the newsletter, I have materials for these stories. His prose continued unabated from 2011 – 2013.
His writing is so good that I am reproducing the 2011 article almost
word for word. I will then tell you a little about the Sailing Social for
2013. Because we bought Esprit du Vent late in 2012, we participated
in that event.

Here is what John reported for 2011. This year we started in anticipation of a repeat event, even though the
weatherman was calling for a 50% chance of rain. We were anticipating some formation sailing. Well, we
received the 50% rain and not the other 50% of “whatever.” The fleet started with Blue Runner leading Ciboney, Cracker Jack, and Charade out to sea on a course of 060. After about ten minutes, we returned to the Sea
Buoy to pick up Soulmate, Endurance, and Cheerios. Santa Maris joined us after sailing up from Port Everglades. The fleet turned and sailed out to sea again.
The breeze at the beginning was around 10kts and very nice. However, the wind slowly built up and was veering to the southwest. 25 kts of wind hit the fleet, and it was every boat for itself. Sails were furled or reefed,
and the fleet scattered a bit. Ciboney and Popoki were probably the farthest out, about five miles, and missed
all the rain. It was impressive to see the club boats handle themselves well, even if some of these big boats
were just double-handed. The wind ended up from the northwest, and keeping with our beam reach sailing
idea found us sailing to the south and southwest!
Since the wind was offshore, the waves did not build up.
When we could see the beach again, most of us headed for the
Inlet. The wind died to 2 kts, and we motored in. We learned
later that Cheerios and Real Escape did not attempt Boca Inlet, but sailed out to sea to avoid the squall. They were sailing
well to the north of us. The fleet was well scattered. Fortunately, heading offshore and avoiding the worst of the squall
was a good idea, and the large fleet of eleven survived without incident. The most common remark from fellow sailors,
“it was an interesting afternoon!”
On the way in, the Helen S was converging with Blue Runner
at the red markers. An interesting sight was a dolphin running
under her bow and the people looking over the rail watching.
Several boats headed for Lake Boca and spent the night looking for cruising points. Thanks to all the people who participated in another “messing-about-with-boats” event!
John reported that the September 2013 event was one of the
best Sailing Socials ever. It had better than “Chamber of
Commerce” weather! Since this was my first one, I thought
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A “blue bird” day in 2013

they were all like this. Of course, that was before I took up the job of HISC historian. How much I have
learned! Because the day was picture perfect, I took many perfect pictures. We sailed north, we sailed south,
and then we did it all again.
John said we had good comfortable speeds. We thought Cracker Jack would be slow in the light conditions,
but Jack was spilling wind to slow down! I think Jack was pretending he was back sailing his Thistle! Although it looked like a race, it was not a race. That was until Ciboney decided to sail over the top of Southern
Breeze, cutting off Hal’s wind and bringing him to a near stop. That day we had five past Commodores and
the current Commodore sailing in the fleet. I might add that we had one Commodore-to-be sailing too. It was
fun to watch the boats move through the water at close quarters. About 4:30 PM, we started to break up and
go our separate ways. And, like the ending that day, John Antweiler stopped writing long descriptions following each Sailing Social. To be sure, many of the conditions repeated themselves. So, it is altogether fitting
that I do not ramble on boring you, my faithful readers, with a slightly different retelling of the same basic tale.
That is the way it goes with traditions like the HISC Sailing Social.
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Teller: Bob & John Antweiler
Eight Bells for Larry Winchell
If you would return to the first chapter of this collection, you will see that I had a lot of help in producing this
history. In almost every case, when I asked for assistance in writing a story, I got the help I needed. Reflect
for a bit on how hard this was for my volunteers. I am not their boss or commander. In truth, I am a beggar.
What kind of chore was this request? Sit back and ponder this for a minute. Bob wants me to write a story
about events that might have happened thirty years ago, maybe more. At the time of this writing, I have only
been a member of the club for eleven years. Of course, there have been anecdotes about things that happened
to me in the 1950s, but they were vivid memories, easy to recall. My request to my tellers must have been like
a missile coming out of left-field. They rose to the occasion. Now, I must do the same. This story is, for me,
a taste of my own medicine.

Larry Winchell memorial

We all sail on our own boats, and the vessels of other HISC members.
In writing about our club, we often allude to the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing
Club as a ship. We are a small band of common sailors on the voyage
of life. The death of a shipmate hurts us like the loss of a family member. This tale refers to eight bells and is steeped in the lore of the sea.
Dividing the ship-board watches, that terminate with the ringing of the
ship’s bell, goes back at least to the 16th century. Eight bells mark the
end of your watch. The passing of a sailor is marked with the ringing of
eight bells. Early in 2018, Larry Winchell “crossed the bar.” That is
another nautical reference to the ebb flow from the inlet of life. That
water, and all that it carries, cross the sandbar, into the ocean of infinity.
What could be more fitting to the organization whose name begins with
Hillsboro Inlet?

Return with me to Thursday, February 15, 2018, with the help of John Antweiler. It was a spectacular, beautiful, day, as the picture shows. The plan told participants to assemble at the HI buoy at 1030. But the day, for
us, got started a lot earlier than that. Our instruction indicated that five lead-boats would line up first. After
that, the club would fall in line. We were off by 0900, so we were at the rendezvous early. It looked like a
pursuit start with Larry’s boat, Kokomo, as the first sailboat. Next in line was Jeff & Jan Miskin in Cheshire.
Rounding out the leaders found Paradocs, Leprechaun, and Pegasus. This fleet of five sailboats contained
Larry’s ashes and family members. Falling in behind the leaders were twelve boats from the club.
Formal instructions were issued ahead of time. The fleet headed northwest under mainsail and auxiliary power. Motor sailing
kept the fleet together in a single file. After a tack to the northeast, Kokomo stopped as the remaining sixteen boats passed by,
led by Cheshire. His wife, Eileen, played Larry’s favorite rock
music blaring from the mighty sound system aboard his Fountaine Pajot cat. Once all boats passed, the fleet turned around
and sailed on a broad reach back to Kokomo, passing in review.
As they did so, the squadron dropped flowers and poured
Yuengling lager, Larry’s favorite libation, into the sea (beyond
the 3-mile limit). It was a very moving ceremony.
John Antweiler and Eileen Winchell worked out all of the de230

Details from the deck of S/V Alebrije

tails such that everything came off as planned. I took a very personal interest in the proceedings for two reasons. First, I was just about to assume command as the Commodore for 2018. I wanted to learn how to conduct the ceremony. Next, and very personal, this is how I want to “cross the bar” when it is my time to go.
Larry asked us all that we should not miss him, but remember him. The day was beautiful, impressive, and
emotionally powerful. The response from our membership was typical and yet amazing.
I have been called upon to attend the final services of HISC members, many of whom I never knew as they
had left the club before I joined. Some have been highly religious, and others have been secular celebrations
of life. Larry’s passage had meaning for me as I had sailed with him, and in many ways, he showed me the
path. I am sorry, old salt, that I do miss you, but I can carry out your additional instruction that I remember
you.

231

Teller: Jeff Keiser
When is an Anchor Chain like a Phone Cord?

What do you do when you are hunkered down for the Coronavirus? Our solution for sanity was to anchor out on Saturday
nights and relax. This special weekend retreat was heaven sent
every time we went out – almost.
It was a beautiful Saturday afternoon. We spent the morning
doing yoga and relaxing. Because we have the weekend overnight theme down, we only spent an hour or less prepping the
boat.
On this particular Saturday we decided to fix our anchor rode
before anchoring for the overnight. We have an all chain rode
and over the course of time it had become twisted around and around and would no longer function well on the
windlass. We were planning to take the anchor ashore and try to untwist it as this seemed the logical way to
do this, even though it would be very labor intensive and possibly back breaking. However, a conversation
with a friend taught us a better way to do this. He compared the anchor chain to a telephone cord. He explained that when you want to untangle a phone cord you just let the phone dangle. The idea was that we
could just go out into the ocean, let the anchor out and it would unravel by itself. Wow, what a great time saver! This should be easy!
M/V Affection, a Tollycraft 44

We were told to go out where the ocean was about 400 feet deep and let it out. However, I knew that the anchor chain would get jammed coming out of the hawsehole at about 90 feet so I figured we only needed to go
out until it was approximately 110 feet deep.
When we reached the 110 foot depth we were approximately one mile off shore and just south of the Hillsborough Inlet. We let out our chain and as predicted it got stuck coming out of the anchor locker when 90 feet
was played out. We thought it best to just drift for a few minutes in the slight current to make sure that it was
fully unraveled. Everything was working like a charm! It is nice to know friends who know more about boating than you do.
On the horizon we could see a squall approaching. The boat that was nearest to us pulled up their fishing lines
and flew back towards the inlet. We were about to pull up the 90 feet of anchor chain along with our 45 pound
Delta anchor using our trusty Maxwell windlass when there was a sudden “clunk.” The boat stopped moving we had just hooked into something very solid. We had zero scope because the anchor had been dangling
straight down. To make matters worse, the chain was still stuck at the hawsehole and could not be fed out any
more.
We now realized that we were completely and utterly fixed to the bottom of the ocean in 110 feet of water, one
mile off shore, and unable to move. We tried to go beyond the anchor to free it. We tried to go to the left and
the right (in small increments because there was absolutely no slack between the boat and the bottom). No
luck.
The squall brought the rain in horizontally and there was no time for raincoats. With the cold rain came the
wind. With the wind came the waves. My wife Judy was at the helm so I could give her our hand signals to
maneuver the boat in different directions to free the anchor. Nothing would free that anchor.
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Did I mention that the storm brought waves? What happens when the bow of the boat goes up from a wave
but the anchor is solidly fixed straight down to the bottom? We all know that the anchor will free itself, right?
“Wham!” It was the heavy-duty bow roller flying downward into the water and taking pieces of the bow pulpit with it. OMG, this is getting bad. Another big wave came and the bow went up again. There was a shushing sound coming from the chain and I could see that the chain had just sawed off an inch of bow pulpit. At
this point I was doing all the hand motions in the book to make sure that Judy could keep the boat positioned
so that the chain would be as close to vertical (max slack) as possible. I yelled to her that maybe we should
call the Coast Guard but she did not hear me over the wind. Oops, another big wave and another inch of bow
pulpit sawed off. The rain finally stopped but … there goes another inch. The chain was just slicing the pulpit
like a hot knife through warm butter.
I was getting worried (actually panicked but I did not want to admit it). We kept losing inches of the pulpit
and at some point I knew it would include the bow of the boat. After a few more minutes we had some good
news. The storm was passing and the wave action was lessening. I was soaked from the cold rain, I was stuck
on the bow, the chain was super taut and the boat was in trouble. I kept working the windlass in and out. I
was hand tightening the clutch as much as possible. The poor windlass was shrieking but the chain would not
budge.
The wind had stopped and the ocean had calmed and I kept working the windlass in and out. Whoa, did I just
see it budge? YES, it moved out a quarter inch. I worked the windlass in then out and I got an entire inch. After 10 minutes I got the rest of the chain out, ran below to the anchor locker with my Victorinox penknife and,
because there was so much tension on the line, I sliced the three-strand heavy duty nylon rope like it was a single thread of silk.
I was so happy to give my 150 feet of anchor chain, my trusty anchor and the $300 swivel (so the chain would
never tangle
) to Davy Jones. I was shaking at the end of this ordeal. At Judy’s suggestion, we did not go
straight home (forget anchoring for the night without our number one anchor) but instead took a nice ride
down to Port Everglades and cooled off on the way back up the ICW.
But how did this happen? My wife was sure that
we hooked on to a chest of gold doubloons.
However, I was certain that we had hooked a
sunken World War II submarine. There was no
way of knowing.
Can you believe that someone asked if we did a
video during this episode? ARE YOU KIDProblem’s root cause
DING? We were busy trying to save the boat.
Another asked if we had marked the position
with our GPS. No - at the time we were considering spending the rest of our lives anchored one mile out in the
ocean (talk about social distancing).
One friend asked if our GPS does tracking. Could this be possible? I went out to the boat, turned on the GPS
and we found the exact coordinates of where we got stuck. I gave the coordinates to a diver friend and he told
me what we had snagged. Apparently, divers know where all the wrecks are and, as it turned out, we were in
Wreck Alley. We had attached ourselves to … (drum roll) an 80 foot tugboat that was sunk as an artificial reef
in 110 feet of water in the 1990’s. He also told me that he would go and retrieve it for us - maybe if Davy
Jones will be generous.
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Lessons learned:

Be aware of the tremendous lifting force of the bow of the boat against the downward pull of a
trapped anchor. When trying to free an anchor keep your fingers, hands, arms and feet clear and safe
from the moving parts of the bow chain and windlass.
Follow directions. Go out to 400 feet of depths when instructed – not 110.
P.S. When my diver friend found the tugboat wreck he also found the anchor. It was completely wedged into
the steel side of the tugboat.
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Teller: Bob
Selling the Club
This story may not make the final cut. If it does, it most certainly will need revision before it is published.
The central thread of this history project is the growth and longevity of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. This
project chronicles the first fifty years, and we all hope that there is a new set of years in our club’s future. As I
have said, too many times to count, my target audience includes readers in the year 2071. To reach the century
mark, we must continue to grow. It will not always be smooth sailing. In the 1990s, and then again in the
2010s, our membership dropped. How we got back to membership health is the subject of this tale.
In 2000 Robert D. Putnam wrote the book Bowling Alone: The Collapse and Revival of American Community.
Putnam explains why social organizations like clubs are failing and have been failing since the 1950s. Membership issues are not unique to the HISC, yacht clubs, or groups in general. He warns that if the trend continues, the very fabric of our democracy is in peril. The problem is much greater than just groups formed for fun.
This book explains that groups based on religion, politics, workplace, fraternal association, and charity are all
suffering. The fact that we are celebrating 50 years is evidence that we are doing many things right.
Reflect with me how the HISC dealt with the drop in membership after IBM pulled back its Boca Raton operations and sent IBMers scattered to the wind. During the glory years of IBM/Boca, the club hit its peak membership of 268 members. The Roster of 1995 showed only 128 members. Was this the end of the HISC? The
trend line certainly looked like it. However, the management of our club has always been strong. The voice of
the Board rang out. Henry and Evyonne Folkersen, the ION editors, heard the call. In the June 1995 issue,
they published an interview with Anne DuPont, who, along with her husband Norm, were membership chairs.
Anne, who had experience with organizational membership, defined the problem and pointed the way to its
solution. She acknowledged that there is always attrition. The loss of IBM amplified our situation. With a
touch of wit, she explained that we need 3.3 new members every month to keep the current membership level,
0.3 persons are hard to find, so let’s round that to 4. Referring to the HISC mission statement to “promote fellowship,” Anne charged each member to bring a guest to the next General Meeting. You see someone with a
boat, give them an invitation. Always have a supply of HISC brochures on board your boat and hand them out
freely. If you meet someone who has an interest in sailing but does not
have a boat, that is no problem for HISC membership. If you do this,
not only will you have crew for your boat, but the HISC will have a
“crew” for our organization. She continued by saying to the ION reporter that “follow up” was the key. Make sure that the new folks come
to events, get out on the water, and volunteer for the many positions in
our club.
In another front-page article Dave Coviello, a member who is always
good for a quote, gave this story its name. The ION headline was
“HISC Board Says ‘Sell the Club.’” He started his column by talking
about the rising costs of club programs and activities. The story
claimed that event funding was a difficult problem to solve. It then
listed ways to make money. For example, we could sell more hats. He
then shifted his focus toward dues. It was at this point that he hit the
punch-line. The obvious answer to Dave was to “sell the club!”
But wait, that was not his plan. Dave pulled it all together in the last

Dave & Betty Coviello
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two paragraphs. We need to increase our membership by 50 families. That was a tough objective to reach. It
was achievable if every existing member sells the club when talking to another sailor. It was really Anne’s
idea dressed up in a little word-play. The HISC has a lot to offer sailors, whether they be racers, cruisers, or
just nice folks looking to be with other nice folks. All we need to do is to sell the benefits of membership. We
all must do that every chance we get. It’s everyone’s job.
Was the effort successful when the call went out? You bet it was. Starting at the top, Commodore Pete Gustafson enlisted his staff, and the effort of the membership paid off. With the membership committee taking the
lead, recruitment moved into high gear that fall. In addition to bringing in new members, old members were
encouraged to pay their 1996 dues early. By the time Binnie Hightower took command in March of 1997, the
Roster had a count, 144 members. At Change of Command, the gavel passed, and Commodore Hightower
promised a steady hand on the helm.
By 2011, the club had reached 196 family or single memberships. But,
for the next few years it once again, started to slide. By 2014 it hit 166;
the HISC needed action. In February of the prior year, the club ran an
experiment. We purchased a 10 x 10 booth at the Strictly Sail – Miami
boat show. I took a two-hour shift and got to see what happened. Before I retired and moved down to Florida, we attended several computer
trade-shows every year. Now, selling software is not the same as selling club memberships. However, there are many commonalities in how
HISC Booth
you run a booth. I volunteered to manage the 2014 show to build a database of prospective members. In 2013 we gathered a few names from the people who came into the booth.
In 2014 we harvested over 150 prospects for membership. What follows is what we did.
Before the event, we did not wait for volunteers to help at the show. We asked people we knew to be excellent
in sales and asked them to lead four-hour shifts in our booth. Then the shifts were filled out with the normal
HISC volunteers. The booth layout facilitated interacting with the crowd. We pulled back the long table in
front such that our sales folks could greet people as they walked by. Our team would stand in front of the table
with HISC brochures in their hand. When a person walked by, we would say, “sailing club, where are you
from?” If they were “in our waters,” we would ask them if they would give us personal information. That’s
all, just their name, phone number, and e-mail address. Every evening, when the show closed, we entered their
names into our database.
Starting with the General Meeting in March of 2014, the Membership Chair, that would be me, called and sent
an e-mail message to the names on the list. Every month the routine was the same, phone call and e-mail message. That kept up until they either joined the club or requested removal from the database. Strictly Sail – Miami was not the only marketing technique we employed, but it was the principal reason why membership rose
to 207 members when the Roster came out in 2015. It was a great recruiting tool while it lasted. Sadly, late in
2016, the group organizing Strictly Sail – Miami decided they did not want any small exhibitors. For the show
in 2017, they raised the price to the point that it made no sense for us to exhibit.
The trade show, while it lasted, was the main reason for our success, but it was not the only thing. In February
of 2012, the club established a Facebook page. It was our entry into the world of social media. Once
launched, anyone in the world could view our page. If someone wanted to contribute to the site, they had to
ask permission. At first, we would grant that privilege to anyone who looked reasonable to the site master.
Once we lost the trade show, Facebook became an important marketing tool. The permission-to-post became a
more involved interaction. The supplicant was recorded in our database and received an invitation to the next
General Meeting.
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These stories in the history project are, believe it or not, a recruiting tool, even if that is not the principal reason for their creation. From the beginning, the HISC website was the destination for the saga. There are parts
of that site only visible to members using the vehicle of a user password. By design, the history project was
not going to the restricted area. Every new story posted is announced in three ways. First, it appears on our
Facebook page, always open to the world. Second, there is an e-mail blast to our membership. And finally,
there is a database of people who are interested in or a part of the history project. As a result of this open development, a prospect can learn about our club.
In the past, we would open our doors to the general public when
we had name-brand speakers, Gary Jobson, for example. A few
times, we even charged for that type of event, although we
don’t do that now. These programs draw crowds, and Membership reaps the bounty. Another thing that increases our visibility is holding our meetings in public settings. Since our first
home at Harris’, the club’s General Meetings took place at a
restaurant. On March 8, 1990, that changed when the HISC began to meet at the Lighthouse Point Yacht Club. The last General Meeting will take place there on February 13, 2020. The
yacht club will be raising the building to construct a new clubhouse, and we will be returning to a restaurant, Galuppi’s of
Galuppi’s of Pompano Beach
Pompano Beach. Why is it important to meet at a restaurant
venue? What place does this fact have in a story about membership? When the Club meets in a public space,
like a hotel or a restaurant, the crowd of patrons sees your organization. “Who are these people? Why are
they here? Interest promotes curiosity. That leads to invitations and often new members.

From the earliest days, we have promoted the Youth Sailing Program to the community. Advertising in local
publications, street advertising, and word of mouth have always brought in parents of children who enroll in
the course. We make it an easy financial decision for these adults. With the tuition of one child in the program, the parents are halfway to a family membership. Youth Sailing is free to members regardless of the
number of kids who are learning to sail. There is, however, one challenge for the Membership Chair to meet.
Parents often join the HISC solely to expose their kids to the joys of sailing. After one year, these folks are at
risk of dropping out. We have met this challenge successfully in the past when Membership and Youth Sailing
proactively work together to encourage the parents to “re-up” the following year.
At this point in our story, it is good to remind you, my readers, why it is a great move to join the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club. You have been reading that there are four functional areas of the HISC. Each one of them
helps recruit members. So, you like to race, join the club. Party-goers are attracted to our excellent social scene. In the last paragraph, Youth Sailing was center-stage. Finally, almost all of us would rather cruise in a
fleet than cruise alone. We promote the four areas individually, but when we sell the club, we mention all of
them together. And then, the “kill shot.” The HISC family membership is the greatest bargain sailing has to
offer! Since 1971, the price of annual membership is about the cost of one dinner for two at a fine restaurant.
Before closing this story, let’s look into one exciting new form of marketing the HISC. It is an extension to
the club’s database and the continuation of the technique that we successfully used during and after Strictly
Sail – Miami. This time we are looking for people who might recommend the club to their customers. Shipwrights, riggers, and boatyard owners are the kind of folks who can give a boost to our marketing effort. John
Antweiler and Danny Escobar are HISC members who have played the booster role in the past. In addition to
recording the names of prospective members, we are striving to record people who can recommend new members. It will be interesting to see if we can expand our membership using the tools of database marketing.
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Teller: Bob
Sailing in Historic Waters
Without thinking about it, or even knowing about it, we sail in historic waters.
In my next to last From the Helm article as Commodore in January 2019, I,
very briefly, discussed sailing in our home waters. I hoped for the membership
that year, as it is now for my future readers, to interest you in learning more
about our nautical history. Noted at the beginning of this project, and repeated
many times after, these stories are a ramble. This one departs from our club’s
history to present the HISC in a broader historical context.
Ever since Juan Ponce de León named the land “La Florida,” historians have
recorded our past. In 1513, good old boy Juan decided to explore the land west
of the islands and ran into Florida’s east coast. Who knows precisely where he
spotted land. For all we know Ponce de León could have sailed right up to
Hillsboro Inlet. From there, wherever “there” was, he headed south and
around the Keys, just like we do today. Setting sail on a northerly heading, the
explorer tried to find out if Florida was an island or not. After traveling up the
west coast for a fair distance, he concluded it was not something he could cirHome waters
cumnavigate. Having been governor of Puerto Rico twice before the voyage,
and looking for a reward for this bit of adventure, our boy headed back to Spain to pick up a trophy. He was
not disappointed; he hit the trifecta. King Ferdinand knighted him, reinstated him as governor of Puerto Rico,
and authorized him to settle Florida.

Whole books, fiction and non-fiction consider the subject. In a small article like this, I cannot relay the entire
story to you. Still, I hope to light a spark of curiosity such that you will become an intelligent consumer of history in general and local lore in particular. The saga is often a tale of shipwrecks, disasters, and rescue. European people, however, continued to arrive and ply the waters off of Southeastern Florida. Due to the lack of
roads from the north and the only way to get here from Europe, ship transportation was the only travel mode.
Thus, our history is a nautical history right from day one.
From the 17th century through the 18th, most of this activity was the Spanish treasure ships just passing by, following the Gulfstream on their way back to Spain. For protection, they sailed in great convoys known as the
“plate fleets.” As you all know, the storms off our coast can mean trouble for ships at sea. Numerous vessels
and their crew met their doom a few miles from our homes. Even if these sailors made their way to shore, it
was tough to live off the land for these unfortunates. Of particular note for us was the fleet of 1715. In July,
the unlucky ships ran into an early-season hurricane. Eleven ships and 2,000 men were lost in the tropical cyclone. One ship, the Urca de Lima, was wrecked on the beach near where Ft. Pierce is today.
The survivors managed to salvage food and equipment. They sent a small party in one of the ship’s boats to St. Augustine to get help. From there, the Spanish sent a salvage team to pick the beaches of South Florida for anything of
value. The ocean reclaimed the Urca de Lima, where it remained, undiscovered, until 1928. Sadly, for treasurer hunters, the 18th century team from St.
Augustine was very skilled, leaving only one bar of silver bullion, two silver
wedges, and a few cannons for 20th - century salvage. However, for historians,
the find was most valuable. In 1987 Florida’s first archaeological underwater
preserve opened.
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Urca de Lima

Shipwrecks along our coast are not all caused by the weather. Human error can always be counted upon to add to our
grief. Take the story of that collier Copenhagen. That good
ship was steaming along southbound at eight knots, her top
speed, in May of 1900. The morning dawned clear with a
calm sea off of Lauderdale by the Sea. Copenhagen was in
this position because ship’s captain William S. Jones did not
SS Copenhagen
want to buck the Gulfstream. Those of us who race from
Courtesy of Town of Lauderdale-By-The-Sea
Hillsboro Inlet to Port Everglades know how wise that strategy is. While CAP Jones did not have GPS, he did have charts and a knowledge of trigonometry, but hey, what
could possibly go wrong with his excellent eyesight? Slam! Bang! Guess what he ran into? Grief on the reef
was his morning call. While no one was hurt and most of the coal salvaged, Florida got one more excellent
dive venue.
For anyone who truly wants to “get into the weeds” of history, I would invite you to explore further the War of
Jenkins’ Ear and the wreck of HMS Fowey. Since Fowey’s final disposition is in our waters, this part of the
tale needs explanation. The humorous name of the conflict will be a special homework assignment for you,
my readers. There will be extra credit rewarded, of course. Although Britain’s control of Florida was brief,
her impact on the economy here was significant. And, commerce meant sea travel in those days. So, England
was fighting Spain from 1739 until 1748. It was nothing personal, it was “just business.”
HMS Fowey was a fifth-rate warship, too small to be considered a ship of the line. Launched in August of
1744, she engaged in operations in North America from Canada to Florida. Our part of the story, the end really, took place in June 1748. Fowey had captured the Spanish ship St. Juan y Tadicos. While escorting this
prize of war, and two other British colonial merchant vessels, in Biscayne Bay, Fowey hit a reef and sank. The
sailors clambered aboard the British ships and finished the mission. The Spanish sailors, paroled, were allowed to book passage to Havana, Cuba. The wreck was left and all but forgotten, until 1975. A sports diver
discovered it in 1979 in Legare Anchorage in Biscayne National Park. This place is in the water due east of
Sands Key. The diver attempted in the Admiralty Court to gain title to the wreck. But the United States
claimed it was in a national park, so the diver lost. The site is now a “closed area,” so don’t even think of going down with scuba gear and having a look.
With all this death and destruction going on in the water, the US government thought it might be a good idea
to put in lighthouses to save vessels, and installations on land to help sailors who did come to grief. In the
years before the Civil War, the US Army built Jupiter Light at the site chosen in 1853. Lieutenant George G.
Meade of the Bureau of Topographical Engineers designed the lighthouse. You will no doubt remember
George for his exploits in the battle of Gettysburg ten years later. Near and dear to our club is Hillsboro Light
Station, authorized in 1901 and first lit in 1907. This structure adorns many of our pictures and serves as a
background for our races near our south mark.
In 1875, Congress made funds available for five rescue stations. They were built on the Atlantic coast from
the Indian River in the north to Biscayne Bay in the south. Two of them are right in our area, although the
structures no longer exist. They are New River (Fort Lauderdale) House of Refuge No. 4, and the Orange
Grove House of Refuge No. 3 near today’s Delray Beach. The latter building was a two-story house built with
sun protection and excellent ventilation in mind. The government preferred that families man these stations as
the only other human beings in the area were Indians, save the castaways they rescued. It was a dreadfully,
lonely existence.
The first floor of the house was the residence of the keeper and his family. In regular times it was a very nice
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Orange Grove House of Refuge No. 3
© copyright by the Historical Society of Palm
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large house, far better than a person of that station could afford.
However, during the emergency, which was the house’s purpose, it could get overcrowded very quickly. The “guests” took
shelter on the open second floor. All supplies, bedding, clothing, medicine, books, and dried and salted food were on hand.
Near this building, there was a boathouse with two lifeboats and
supporting rescue equipment. After every storm, the keeper
would walk the beach looking for persons in need of rescue.
Sadly, the Orange Grove House burned down in 1927. However, Gilbert’s Bar House of Refuge No. 2 still stands and serves
as a museum today. I have toured the site, and it is well worth
the trip to Hutchinson Island east of Stuart.

The Second Seminole War brought increased activity to our
coast because General Thomas Jesup employed a logistics strategy to fight the war. Such an approach meant developing ports and roads to move men and
material rapidly. The general contributed two items to our story. First, Jesup, known as
the father of US Army logistics, abandoned the fighting style that employed a large body
of troops to confront the enemy. He spread out his forces and used small naval vessels to
go down the coast and poke into the rivers and inlets of southeastern Florida. Small groups
of Marines did the fighting. You can be quite sure he ventured into Jupiter and Hillsboro
Inlets. Second, he marched a unit under the command of Major William Lauderdale to
build and then occupy a fort on the New River. Guess what city is named in his honor?
During the Civil War, the entire coast of Florida became a theater of operations for the
GEN Thomas Jesup
blockade of the Confederacy. Three Union vessels played a crucial role in this mission:
Roebuck, Gem of the Sea, and Sagamore. They captured many blockade runners. The main area of their focus
was Jupiter Inlet. Hillsboro Inlet is only free from sand sporadically. It is only navigable today with constant
dredging, as you all know. Hillsboro Light was not constructed until the 20th century, although the population
requested it since the 1850s.
In May of 1861, Brevet Lieutenant General Winfield Scott, Commanding General of the US Army, proposed
to blockade all 3,500 miles of Confederate coastline. Although
the Army gave the command, it fell to the Navy to execute it with
just 42 active ships. The plan was mockingly called the Anaconda Plan. Note that by the end of the war, the Navy had 671 ships.
Never the less, a blockading force was established using that
small initial fleet of warships. The first capture was on April 24,
1861, a month before the proposal of the plan. By July of that
year, every major Southern port had at least some token blockading action. As it slowly unfolded, it became more organized and
successful. Our waters took on an important role. In December
USS Sagamore (third from the right)
of 1862, the Unadilla class gunboat, Sagamore, captured and sunk
two unidentified schooners off Jupiter Inlet. These vessels were ocean-going warships that had relatively shallow draft such that they could accomplish their mission. Sagamore was built in 90 days and commissioned in
Boston on December 7, 1861.
This history would be remiss if it did not mention World War II. In 1942, right in front of Jupiter Light, two
merchant vessels, SS Republic and SS WD Anderson, fell to German torpedoes. Other ships became U-boat
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victims in the waters we call home. Station “J,” an operation
using top-secret high-frequency direction-finding (HF/DF,
“Huff-Duff”) devices designed to intercept U-boat radio messages, was based in Jupiter. With radio receivers tuned to the
frequencies used by the U-boats, Station “J” pinpointed the
names and locations of the submarines, which would surface
every night to charge their batteries and send reports back to
Germany.
German propaganda poster
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Teller: Bob, Hector Arrillaga, Kendall Marcelle, Jack & Sharon Holland, and Mary Kay McHenry
Epic Parties
This tale restates many things already explained. The reader, who has carefully been turning pages in order,
will find few surprises. However, the first story explains that you can read this work as a random walk, much
like a drunk trying to find his home after leaving the pub. Is that not a good allusion with which to begin the
yarn focused on the epic parties of the Hillsboro Inlet Sailing Club? Social is one of the four functional areas
of our club. When I am “selling” the HISC to the public, I always claim that we party a lot! We average more
than one party a week. Now, most of these affairs are small, like the after-race pot-luck dinners.
On the other hand, there are big dinner/dances for the Holiday Party and Change of Command. I might better
write a book-length tome about fifty years of partying with the HISC. I will focus on only four for this history,
what I call “epic parties.” Three of these tales have one thing in common. I attended each one as they occurred during the last ten years.
The Great Waterfront Luau of 2011, billed as a modest dinner on the Coral Ridge Yacht Club grounds, is the
first. It was merely an ordinary fall cruise. Some of us anchored out in Sunrise Bay. Others took guest docks
at the CRYC. And a goodly number of our members just hopped in the car and drove to their clubhouse. The
host boat was Once Around, featuring the team of Russ Jones and Mary Kay McHenry. Now anyone who
knows Mary Kay will attest to her party organizational skills. One might say she has a master’s degree in that.
Ms. McHenry is always right in front of the crowd when the event begins. It was a bit of a surprise to find that
she would leave the boat at 1:00 PM on Saturday. Why she was not aboard is central to this tale.
It was a beautiful Florida “fall” day that September, which means the CRYC pool was open for business. A
few of the boats went sailing, but most of us played at being landlubbers and loafed pool-side most of the day.
Pat and I left about noontime and went to a local Ft. Lauderdale establishment for lunch. Returning to the
Yacht Club’s pool deck bar, we hung out with other HISC members. The evening meal billed as a pig roast,
yet none of the pork roasting gear was evident. And something else was strange. Hawaiian themed decorations began to appear along with band equipment. Now everyone knows that a cruise budget is limited. How
could we have paid for a cater-roasted pig, a band, and decorations? In the immortal words of Jerry McGuire,
“Show me the money.” The guests were wondering all afternoon why Mary Kay wasn't front and center for
the event, as she always was.
As dinnertime drew nigh, a long table appeared with the usual sides. There was a prominent spot at the end for the “missing” pig. At 5:30 PM, all became clear. Mary Kay
returned carting the entrée, a suckled pig name “Delicious.” He assumed his rightful
position at the head of the table. To save money, a lot of money, by not having a professional catering company roast the dinner, Mary Kay bought the uncooked pig from a
local slaughterhouse. The good folks who sold her the pig gave her instructions on preparing same in her kitchen. What she had been doing while AWOL from the afternoon’s event was roasting Delicious. What she did with the savings is, as the late Paul
Harvey said, the rest of the story.
Once everyone had their fill and some leftovers, they loosened their belts and began to
Mary Kay McHenry enjoy the Hawaiian Islands’ sounds. Around 8:30, the show started with the Aloha Island Dancers (2 Lovely Polynesian beauties) coming forward to start the festivities.
& Russ Jones
They did some Hawaiian and Polynesian dances to get our crowd going. Then, the moment came when the band solicited all the females from the audience. They came up and learned to do the Hu242

la. What a fun time they had getting up there and getting their groove on. Then
there were some more dances, and this time it was the men’s turn. There were
about 12 - 15 men who joined the dance and added great entertainment to the venue. Hal Steward’s birthday fell on that day, so he became the “Big Kahuna” of the
evening. He did a solo with backup from the two professional dancers. Everyone
in the audience had fun.
We were competing with the yacht club event that night. Neil Zirconia, a Neil Diamond impersonator, was on stage as the featured entertainer. We learned that their
members looked out the window and clapped for our revue outside on the pavilion
rather than watch Mr. Zirconia. The HISC cruising event certainly won that day.
Thus, Mary Kay wins one of our epic party awards.
Next, what started as an upscale Valentine’s Day party just grew like Jack’s beanBig Kahuna
stalk under Kendall Marcelle’s careful gardening. It was unique that it was not an
after-race party, a cruise dinner, an event of the social committee, or one of the two
dinner dances. By the end of the year 2011, the publicity machinery set in motion The Lady in Red. Tables at
our General Meetings displayed a beautiful flyer, an e-mail attachment came to the membership, and advertisements appeared in the Inlet/Outlet. One sentence in said flyer says it all. “Every February 14th across the
United States, and in other places around the world, candy, flowers, and gifts are exchanged between loved
ones, all in the name of Saint Valentine. Now let’s share a special evening as one to celebrate this old tradition.” And a special evening it was.
Let’s start with the setting. The beautiful Richmond Room of the Point of Americas condominium complex in
Ft. Lauderdale became the venue for the soirée. For those of us who enter the ship channel at Port Everglades
in the early years of the 21st century know this gleaming glass-clad building well. This very upscale setting set
the tone of this evening as you entered the lobby. The public space of the room, on the first floor, gave a romantic Hollywood-like background to the lovely ladies in red. All of our charming dates followed the printed
instructions to a T. It stated, “Ladies: All you have to do is to
look stunning and beautiful in your red frock for this special
evening.”
As you can tell from the instructions above, this party was exceptionally well organized. In a sense, this was a pot-luck dinner, as the attendees were all told to bring a side dish. Was this
left to chance? No, it was not. Kendall explained in the flyer:
“If your last name begins with A-L, bring an appetizer or salad.
If your last name begins with M-S, bring a side dish. If your
last name begins with T-Z, bring a dessert.” Our gracious hosts
provided Filet Mignon and Chicken Marsala. As is usual at any
HISC pot-luck, we ate ourselves silly, and still, there were leftovers.

The Lady in Red party

Not even Benjamin Moore could have supplied the Shades of
Red that adorned and cloaked our beautiful ladies for the first
HISC Lady in Red Party. The Valentine’s Day theme, the room
washed in red lighting, and the red table décor laden with chocolates expressed Kendall’s concept perfectly. It was evident the
moment you walked in. And you were well met as you walked
into the movielike set. Our ladies were greeted with long stem
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red roses and captured by the camera’s eye of HISC’s photographer, Christine Pozniak.

After dinner, the floor cleared. It became packed with dancers as the membership rocked to the tunes and music of our favorite, DJ Rich. The room also became the scene of a couple of surprise games. Mary Kay, yes,
the same Luau Mary, had planned a vigorous game of musical chairs which left Hal Stewart and our incoming
Commodore, Alan Katz, sparring for the last chair. A couple’s contest, “Name That Tune,” had some tense
moments, but in the end, Sherry and Jeff Sussman came away with the prize. It was not all fun ‘n games, as
romance was the order of the day.
Our DJ paid a special tribute to our officers, with each couple dancing to their favorite song. For the finale,
everyone got up and danced to the theme song The Lady in Red by Chris de Burgh.
I’ve never seen you looking so lovely as you did tonight
I’ve never seen you shine so bright
I’ve never seen so many men ask you if you wanted to dance
They’re looking for a little romance, given half a chance
And I have never seen that dress you’re wearing
Or the highlights in your hair that catch your eyes
I have been blind
The lady in red is dancing with me, cheek to cheek
A good eight years after that memorable evening, our members
still talk fondly of that party. I expect some of the younger
members who attended will be reminiscing about that night in
2012 for years to come.
Every dinner/dance is epic, but, in my humble opinion, some
stand out. One Change of Command was remarkable. No, it is
not my passage from Rear Commodore to Commodore, although it had tons of meaning to me personally. It was Hector
Arrillaga elevation in February of 2017 that I dub as “epic.” It
was not the food, drink, or even his speech that made it so. It
was the entertainment.

The Mariachi Band

Picture the scene. The ceremony has passed with all of the pomp and circumstance that almost fifty years of
command installation demand. The old leadership is honored
and the new team is installed. Hector took to the podium and
greeted the membership with his trademark, “Helloooo Sailors.”
He delivered a great speech with his focus on continuity.
Dinner served, the audience settled in for the festive meal when
our new Commodore came back to the podium, picked up the
microphone, and welcomed… a Mariachi band in full regalia.
I asked Hector about this sensational event at Change of Command. He told me that this had been in the works for over a
year. Hector and Lucy were looking for a way to showcase the
pride they have in their Mexican heritage.

And they danced
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The band had played at their 25th anniversary party, so they
knew the troupe quite well. The group was well known for being fun, energetic, and had a knack for getting any audience in-

volved. The plot had the highest security classification to ensure that our party goers had no clue what was to
transpire. That is why they waited until we were all seated for dinner to spring the entrance. Like Mary Kay
in the earlier story, surprise was the key.
So, the band played. And our leader picked up the mike and started to sing several traditional Mexican songs.
Well, I guess they were traditional tunes, but since I don’t speak a word of Spanish, they could have been political rally songs or college fight songs for all I know. Timing is everything, don’t you know? Hector realized that our non-teetotaling crowd would be most receptive to his performance at this point in the evening.
He, himself, said: “The best time for that is when people are having dinner. Also, by the end, when it was time
for me to sing (you know I can’t resist it), chances were that
people had a few drinks. I know I sound way better after the
audience has two drinks or more.”
As you can see, the Mariachi arrival, the band concert, and the
Hector solo were not the total of the extravaganza. Oh no, Hector got the whole room up and dancing. Anyone who knows me
will explain that it takes a lot of effort to get me to cut a rug.
My good wife of many years will attest to that fact. So even I,
your faithful reporter, hit the dance floor. And then, like Cinderella at midnight, the sounds of old Mexico faded and left us
with dinner, a DJ, and recorded music.
It would be an error to drop the dinner/dances story here.
Change of Command always sports table centerpieces in the
form of an inlet light model, known as the Big Diamond. As of
this point, we do not know who fashioned these impressive tiny
structures. About 2001, John Antweiler repaired the models as
The “little” Big Diamond
they were falling apart. He replaced the tea candle lighting
with the prism/flashlight system you see now. John repainted them, and his wife, Judy, added the sand at the
bases. Place cards carry out the HISC theme. All of the Past Commodores march in, sporting yellow roses.
They proceed in the order of the oldest first and ending with the immediate Past Commodore.
It is interesting to note what the incoming Commodore has to say. In 1994 Joe Tosta had sailing allusions in
his Change of Command article in the Inlet/
Outlet. These stories have been a challenge for
me to write, so I want to give a shout-out to Joey
for words like “to keep the club on its intended
course” or “I will navigate.” He noted that ten
years earlier, he set sail with his new bride
Georgette, who had never sailed before, from Bar
Harbour, Maine to Pompano Beach. To make
the boat easy to understand, he labeled everything. He did this, so “when I hollered (I mean
called) orders (I mean requests), she knew what
needed to be pulled, pushed, released, or turned.
It must have worked, for we made it safely to
Florida, albeit with a few groundings and two
hurricanes, with our marriage and Mi Amore still
intact…” Folks, that’s good writing.
The table is set
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Right from the start, the annual Christmas Dinner/Dance was the capstone of the old year. It was/is an evening
of glittering tables, lovely gowns, and first-class entertainment. It proves once again that we “clean up well.”
This annual event lends itself to the term epic, not because of what was said or done, but because of its look.
So, I show one image here, but you will have to use your imagination to “see” the other views. And then, with
a BANG, Christmas was out. The last Christmas Dinner/Dance hit the scrap heap of time in 2007. Christmas
is forbidden, so the renamed Holiday Dinner/Dance took its place on the first Saturday of December 2008.
Now nothing lost, mind you. And the picture here from 2018 makes the case. Note that Christeen Pozniak
created the centerpieces. She bleached all of the branches and filled the ornaments with carefully crafted
HISC burgees. The Dinner/Dance is dead, long live the Dinner/Dance.
We have arrived at the fourth of these epic parties. Since 1982 the
HISC has paid homage to All Hallows Eve, and why should we not? It
has many aspects of the things we like. Halloween cries out “party.” It
owns a touch of evil washed down with large quantities of adult beverages. Have I not chronicled the fact that our membership has no aversion to alcohol? Like the above three stories, Pat and I attended the
grand fête in 2011. However, the HISC archives have much more information concerning the Monster Mash of 1995 held in the dungeon of
Jack and Sharon Holland, so our focus will be there in the tale told below.
Although the Witches of Holland have over twenty years of these
events under their keel, they did not start our tradition of honoring Halloween. The earliest Halloween party I can uncover was the one in
1982 given by Bill and Ginny Borough. It took the form of an afterrace party on Sunday, October 31st, as announced in the Inlet/Outlet.
The notice also stated that if a race cancellation occurred, it meant a
party cancellation too. But the weather was fair, the race took place,
and membership gathered in Crypt Borough. Costumes were optional,
The gates of hell
but pictures will mark the guilty for all time. Although the record goes
a tad dim at this point, between 1983 and 1990, Gary Du Four gave at least four Halloween parties usually
held in conjunction with either a cruising or racing event. Then, starting in 1991, Jack and Sharon began their
remarkable run at giving the Devil his due. So, let’s turn back the clock to the late fall of 1995 and hear what
Sharon & Jack Holland had to say about this epic party.
For weeks before the party, we were worrying whether the rainy weather was ever going to end. Getting ready
for the Halloween Party chewed up most of October. It was preparing the music, selecting prizes, decorating
the house inside and out, putting decorations in the trees and in the pool, mounting lights on the boat, mounting the disco ball with black lights, and finally, installing the dance floor. Just when we started to wonder if
this is worth all the effort, it’s 7:00 PM, and we’re overrun by 120 food and liquor bearing, fantastically costumed party animals (most massive crowd ever). They jammed the dance floor all night, devoured all the food
and liquor they had brought, and finally left about 1:00 AM. With this crowd, the work was well worth it!
The mix of people was HISC members and neighbors, always invited, so they can’t complain about the loud
music that usually plays until 1:00 AM. When most people arrived and had a chance to enjoy each other’s
costumes, we started the Monster Mash Parade around the pool to video and judged the costumes. The temperature was very balmy for this time of year, so some of the costumes were tough to keep on for very long
without dying from the heat. Jane Pettit toughed it out in her SWAT team coveralls to get Most Mysterious
while Bill Pettit was repeatedly in and out of his Most Frightening costume. Hal and Susan Glazer, sparkling
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in their King Neptune and Mermaid costumes, won
the Best Couple prize. “Hutch” Hutcheson and
Mary Field, also King Neptune and a Mermaid, won
for Most Original designed costumes. During the
Monster Mash Parade, Mary got her long ﬂowing
locks tangled up in the lighting and then went on to
give away free “pieces of tail.” As the Happy Hooker with her snapping whip and fluorescent colored
condoms hanging from her belt, Mary Wells won the
Most Sexiest Creature award. Carol Gaver also won
a “Most Sexiest Creature” prize for her role as a
pregnant Playboy Bunny. Don and Binnie Hightower won Best Couple with their handmade Raggedy
Ann and Andy costumes. Don sure looked cute with Rocky Stone, Jim Wallace, Barbara Gavin, Don &
red hair and a beard! Barbara Gavin and Jim WalBinnie Hightower
lace won for Most Humorous in their cross-dressed
blind pilot and metallic-green haired stewardess. Tom Garvey, dressed as a cow with illuminated udders, also
won the Most Humorous award. He was a big hit with his sexy Dana Carvey’s “Church Lady Dance” during
the Monster Mash Parade.
There was nepotism afoot with Sharon and I being the judges. We are proud grandparents and awarded the
Best Group award to John (Charming Prince), Brenda (Evil Queen), Brittany (Snow White), and Lindsay
(Happy) Holland. Snow White fainted on the dance floor after biting the “spiked” apple, but fortunately,
Prince Charming kissed her to wake her up so the Monster Mash Parade could continue.

Bill Hunt’s Phantom of the Opera won for Most Frightening. Larry Rojas also deserved a prize in this category for his Dracula costume. Larry didn’t stay in the mask very long because of the heat, and because it was
cutting into his drinking and eating time. Ken and Dianne Voss came as escaped convicts, with Dianne sporting a new hairdo to coordinate with her snappy striped outfit. It was nice to see Nick and Sandy Von Staden
dancing in their tie-dyed reggae island, whatever costumes. As usual, our illustrious Commodore came as The
Nerd. Somehow, it just seems too natural for John to dress in this perennial favorite. I guess John would say
the same about me in my tuxedo drag outfit. Norm and Anne DuPont, also Best Couple, made a cute little pair
in their sexy maid costumes. Norm could have fooled everyone if it wasn’t for those German boots and that
big ugly cigar he was chewing on.
We are always trying to add something new to our decorations each year. Above the food table, Sharon had
witches standing around a big pot, mixing a “witches’ brew.” While starting to serve the main course, I put a
massive chunk of dry ice in the bowl, resulting in large clouds of gas cascading down over the food table. Stan
Greenblath, our lead food taster at most parties, had to fight his way through billowing clouds of “smoke” to
see what he was getting to eat.
Late in the party, a long white stretch limousine pulled up in front of the house. Out stepped a bride and
groom to join us at the Halloween Party. Everyone believed that this couple indeed had great costumes. Hank
and Lisa Thorschmit had just been married earlier that evening on the Intracoastal aboard a large party boat.
They are good friends of ours whom we met at the Christmas Boat Parade. They participate in all the Boat
Parades with their boat featuring ducks that sprayed water out the sides. As I always say, “A party is only as
good as the people that come to it.”
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Commodores of the HISC
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2021
Paul Alcock
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